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HDID Gentleman ano tbe litierpool leaguet. 

ADAFTED FROM THE KNIFE^RINDER OF THE 
'ANTI-JACOBIN.' 



' MOBMIHG PO&T,' FKV- I, 1B49, 

Old Gentlehan. 

T IVERPOOL Leaguei, what is all this ' nimpus ? ' 

Why gobbles Gladstone noisy and finandal ? 
How's a' this 'De'il's duat* got among the Quaker 
Calico printers ? 

Lbagusk. 

Bless yon, out army's large enough to swain[^' us ; 
Colonels of all the Regiments turned tailois 1 
Nobody's doing anything he's paid for. 

But Richaid Cobden. 

Old Gbntlbuan. 

Dang it, how tad to thiidi die Britkh Army's ■ 
Turned out a pack of peculating Koundids!-' 
But if you please, Sir, may I make so bold as 

Ask you to prove it 7 
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I THE OLD GENTLEMAN 

Lbaouzr. 
Frore it ? Of covrs^ Sii t nothing caa be i 
Sioals of young Lonllings quaiter'd on the Country ; 
Privileged idlen with their hotHiail shoes on ; — 

Class L^jislation I 

Old Gxntleuah. 
Save ua, how fiighlAil I Well, who would have thought it ? 
Here have I lived now, (man and boy) in England 
Sixty-eight saromeis oome ±e fifth of August, 

And never dream'd it 

Leagues. 
What's more, the Navy's twice aa b^ as need be I 
And the Queen's Household costs as much as twenty 
Free and enlighten'd "Merican Republics' 

Can be tnni'd out for. 

Old Gbntlbuah {jtrndn^ 
What I then onr Navy's chang'd a bit since Nelson ? 
Well I remember ' T. P. Cooke ' as • William ' 
Dandng a horn-pipe, ns'd to get a dozen 

Rounds at the fewest 

Leaotter. 
Ignorant timet those I — Tory^idden Engtoid 1 
Reason and Free-Trade had not then appear'd, and 
Tea-paitieB {^ven BKMnd ftttce to Cobden's 

Peace aibitration. 
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AND THE UVEBPOOL LB AGUES. 5 

Ou) GsHTLiHAif (mfrmtrfii;^ 
Yes I tts a comfort, when we see such nice good 
Gentlemen as 'John Bright)' and 'Stuigei' and 'Cobdoi' 
Leaving thdr own jobs, and like jolly tinkers 

Ckntdng the Country. 

Lbacubr (yvith tndtttHS uur^). 

Clout t and be hang'd to't FhiUstine in small clothes I 
Call you the Savioois of youi Country tinkers ? 
Wretch whom no taxes tickle as they ought to, 

Grovelling elder I 

Old GcNTLEiUM. 
Easy, my breechless 1 I'm not here to quarrel ; 
If you desire it go to Willy Napier I 
Sounds, but beV rait ycKi as he fitted Gladstone, — 
Cheq>, Sir, and nasty. 



'Cladttemt.' Cousin to the Rigbt H(«i>*^Vnniu]i EmrtGladttooe, 
d Chairman tA dw Lireipool Anti>ctim>lftW League. 
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jFtce Crane. 

(C<»ITRIBUTED BV THE LEAGUE LAUREATE.) 



■MoRHiHO Post," Fbb» io, 1849. 



T WAS a litde foundlii^ child, 

And 'Cobden' said to me, — 
'Thy limbs are spaze, thine eyes are wild ! 
Come, and 111 nourish thee !' 

He decVd me out in gew-gam rare. 

And florid cotton gown, 
And bade me take espedat care 

That none ihould do me brown. 



Aw Tradt, which wu fint inboduc'd to PaUk aoliae by die 
Ri^ Hon^ Chaild VilUett,wha Uboiu'd through the toil uid he&t ot 
it — wu snbwquently taken np bjp RichAtd Cobden, who soon took 
John Bright tu his putner. On the sudden, th^ made a Convert of 
the Right Hon* Sii Robert Peel, then Piime Uinister, who canied 
the meunie bj the ^d of a majority which had been entrusted to him 
by the Conotiy Party for the express potpoee of keeping tb&t which he 
abolish'd — vit. t, protectiTe duty on Cora. 'Inde ine.' Right or 
wrong tlie ConserratiTe party tplit to pieces on this rock j and the 
Mmiiter who decei*'d them wu never b/igtrta; neither were thoae 
young Staletmen who (<dlow'd him. Cohden now, wai preaoited by 
hia admiren with a nun of seventy thtmuuid pounds, to preserve his 
independence a* s<»ae Mid, and make good to him his losses in the 
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FREE TRADE. 

At last I pleas'd an ddet itaid, 

Of Tamworth town was he, 
He press'd bis suit, and smil'd, and pniy'd, 

And so he Buuried nw. 

Our Honey-noon was not gone by 
When 'Cobden* sends a hint; — 

' Remember in prosperity 
Thy gown of Cotton Print I ' 

I rds'd him ' seventy thousand pounds,' 
r the 'Three Per Cmts* they be 

And ' Cobdeo ' has the best of grounds 
To love ray Lord and Am. 

TalK contage then ye kindly aoult 
Who Idlow good by stealth \ 

Fen- luck and ' Cobden ' pla^d at bowls, 
And ' Cobden ' hit on wealth. 
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CtosjK'pnrposes. 



A stnitMtMtal and txalUd Leaguer meOs with an old woman 
ttHdseeii ta pump her. {Both art at erotPpurpetts.) 

Leaqusk. 

' /^UBBRFUL old (kand'Dame chinuping to maifcet t 
^^ Tell roe ;— thou wisest Sibyl <rf the Ancients, 
What are thy thoughts on ' quiet ubitratitm ? ' 
How will it answer ?' 



Old Ladt. 

' li^TSt, I aint cheerful 1 — sin yet oily Free-TVade's 
Brouf^ my old inan's wheat ' thutty shillen ' lower I 
All the World changing every blessed instant, — 
Drat it, how can I }' 



LsAGUKR [eHthmiastiealiy). 

' Will coming ages love us as they ought ? and 
Baby unborn now thank us as he toddles ? 
Shall we take rank as Patriots, oh most re- 
spectable female ? ' 
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CitOSS-PUJiPOSES. 



Old Ladv. 



' As for our wool too, what with that Australy, 
And the smallpox just come among us lately 
From foreigoeering scabby sheep, a pound on't 's . 
Hardly worth suq>ence.' 

Leaguer (^suHtarily). 
' Shall the pom: Soldier radically rioted 
Venture no more his life for eightpence sterling ? 
Will the nine-poonder finish in a biazen 
Statneof Cobden?' 

Old Ladv. 
* Dang a' them Peelites I ninny-hammer noodles. 
Led by their noses wbithei ' Uncle ' pleases ; 
Sta^ering beef from everywheres a'most now 

Steams up to Smithfield.' 

LBAoma (proiltKtatually). 
' Will the stem Napier, military Moses, 
Ci-devant Schneider, r^mental artist. 
Sheathing his sword and flashing forth his scissors, 
Stulzify small-clothea?' 

Old Lady. 
' Dash my old lappets ! who'd ha' thought o' seeing 
Jdin Bull for roast beef go to 'Johnny Crapaud V 
Well I— I don't wonder, now a days, a rump-stealc's 

Hard as a gnndstone I ' 
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« CJtOSS-PV/iPOSES. 

' Excellent elds r rqnitable Ladjr 1 
Somehow it itrika thy vay hmnUe somnt, 
Up to this nomait tboo hast not rcfdied to 
Om ofhii qnesdons.* 

OldLuv. 

' M%af 8 the boy gnmbling f lepmabte Ijuiies I 
Excellent ddoi ! I'd ha' yoa to know, Sit I 
Iiii^ndence wont go down wi' Nanny Watkias ; 
jMf your aoconnt on't' 

Leaousr (wAwAmi^ 
' Impudence t Loid, Ha'aml noUungof the aort, Ma'am I 
Genuine feelings, thirst for infonnati<Hi I 

Reason and Free Trade. ' {Old tadjt hokt vkiotK. 

' What a dreadful old wifet 
Wsh I were off I' [Goes < 

Exit Ltagvtr witM tmdigmfitd fnap^iUint. Old Lady 
promds en lur way to market muttering,— 

' Drat his impidence ! ' 
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C6e GEUirni's Sfixst £iuaccel. 

(UNDER THE PEACE-ARBITRATION ACT.) 



Tt chanc'd when the drum its last tattoo had play'd, 
And navies had struck to the flag of Free-Trade, 
That throughout the wide-world a strange quarrel arose, 
Which all men agreed to decide without blows. 

The sailor had chang'd to a Cobdentte peace-man, 
The soldier had settled into a police-man, 
The Colonek were tailon, — the captains of ships 
Took &ir-weather cockne3rs on pleasuring trips. 

The Tower was tuni'd into a stcH« for biead-ttaff, 
The Horse Guards a lodging-house quite in the rough, 
And Portsmoudi, then rented bf ' Cobden and Ca,' 
Was calfd — the grand calko-ctatic bureau. 

But in spite of the lessons of Liverpool League, 
Uankiod, as of old, was the sport of intrigtK, 
And the quarrel stood thus, — ' Is the Old World to hold 
Any lands in the New? or the New in the OldP' 
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II THE WORLDS FIRST QUARREL. 

Uode Sun sent ' Cain Fudngs ' to cTpher his figures, 
A stickler for freedom who dealt in ' &esh Niggers.' 
Each State at Congress contciv'd to deputy 
Not the wisest, and best, but the most ' tanial cate.' 

The Congress was met in a sweet central spot, 
And the Peace-arbitrators were chosen by lot. 
The first, Otaheite's salubrious shore, 
The latter, an Esquimaux, and a Dutch Boer ; 

Both famous for judgment in different styles, 
The one in Cape waggons, the t'other ' seal oils.' 
And should these two worthies by chance disagree. 
They swore in a Turk as supreme referee. 

The claims of the New World were statnl by ' Cain,' 
On the grab-ali-and-^ve-nothing principle, plain. 
Says he — ' You dam'd Critters I an ' Injun ' might see 
That teetotal humanity's debtor to me.' 

' If 8 IxKTOw'd my notions of smartness in trade, 
And alone, in its loans, it ai'nt much overpud I 
So, not to seem greedy of other folks' plunder, 
I allot that each World keep what seas put asunder.' 

A case for the Old World was stated with speed ; 
But the ' Boer ' and the ' Esquimaux sealer ' agreed ; 
So the Referee Turk was not troubled to wake, 
And the Congress to ' Fixings ' awarded the stake; 
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THE WORLDS FIRST QUARREL. 

Now has Cobden tetnin'd with a flea in his ear, 
For 'Bull' and die rest thought this settlement queer; 
So be boof^t him ship-timber, and set ap again 
F<» a good man-at-anns, and a Loid on the Main. 

The HorsfrGnanls was dear'd of each basm and bed ; 
Hie calico-ciatic Society fled I 
Cobden's stattte tesum'd its old form of a gun; 
And * the Worid ' fell a-fi^ting, and hasn't yet done I 
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Coblien'8 Cour. 

•yHBtE was a litfle ' Cob,' 

Who had done a little job, 

And his little, mushroom consequence to clench, clench, clench. 
He has left the English Nation, 
On a toui of agitation, 

And set about enlightening the French, French, French. 

Says he — ' Messieurs, je crois 
Que Tous feriez mieux, ma foi ! ' — 

(For he spoke French i peu ptte comme Lord Broi^ham,) 
'IVaboUr 1e tarif' [Brougham, Brougham; 

Qui vous pique, cr^ nom, au vi^ 

A ce que moi, Richard Cobden, je pr^zoome,' zoome, zoome. 

He'd have talk'd an hour more, 
For they bawl'd, — ' Bravo I encore t ' 

But a gentleman from Lyons rose below, lav, low ; 
' Je porte Messieurs un toast. 
To ' the beef you call your roast,' 

And the 'porteyrt ' of your Perktiu, and youi Co. Ca Co. 

'Lent Brvugkam,' Locd BmughBm wai well tcqtuinled with the FKncb 
laoEiuge, and «u moieoTci a Member of the 'Acad^mie Fmi;aise;' but 
hit Bcceat (of which he wai not a little proud,) wai «a abominable that it was 
utterly impoinble lot an audience to follow him. 

' Tht fort^p^ tf your Fvtint.' An interlude of llui loit actually happened ; 
for the French are yerj ptoud of the taste and facility with which they sp«ak 
Eogtish. 



bvGoogIc 



COBDEN'S TOUR. IS 

When this Free-trade feed was o'er, 
They bow'd him to the door. 

And sent \am on his way to MUan, MUan, MiUn, 
Where he made a little speech 
Which he fully meant should teach 

That the Emperor of Austria was a vilain, vitain, vtlain. 

But the Austrian police took 
And oiade a warning crease 

In an aTdour-dami»ng page of Pellico, co, to. 
And left it on his table ,■— 
So as fast as he was able^ 

He g^lop'd from the scene of such ' Tocc^' co, co. 

Then he just look'd in at Rome ; 
Found his Holiness at home t — 

Twas no use for the Pope to be — 'Pio Nono,' Nono, Nonol 
At the ' Vatican ' he knock'd 
Double loaded, and fiill cock'd,— 

'Santo Padrel' 'lo Cobden Richard, sono, sono, sono.' 

Away now down the ' Rhine,' 
To the ' Elbe ' and ' Zolverein,' 

And the heavy-stem'd inhabitants (rf * Hambwg' H«mburg, 
Where they hsten'd to his 'jaw,' [Hamburg; 

With a patronising ' Ya ; ' 

And thou^t him nearly equal to ' Van-Ambmgi^Ambmg', Amborg. 



' PtUua.^ ' 1 mid pfigioai,' 17 Sil*io Pdlko. 
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i6 COBDBN'S TOUR. 

He cut 'NovogOTod,' 

For the Czar had sworn, — ' By G — d 

If I catch this League Apostle heieabout, bout, boat ; 
To Siberia he shall pack I— 
But not before his back 

Has been tickled with the cnck of a knout,' ktwut, knout. 

So Richard was compelled 
To fall back upon the Scheld, 

And the 'Schni^s' and Tultp Town of Amtterdam, dam, dam. 
Where he made a brilliant speech ; 
Though the Burgomasters each, 

Thought it smack'd a little ttrongiih of a flam, Sam, flam. 

' I like jroui Holland much. 
And rerereace the Dutch t 

To open out your trade my finger itches, itches, itches. 
You've many a sturdy end. 
That our clothiers mig^t befriend 

With thdr cheiq) patent ' twills ' for breeches, breeches, breeches ! 

So Cobden's just returned. 
With * Seventy Thousands ' eam'd 

By the sweat (as one might say) of his jaw, jaw, jaw ; 
And he's ptomis'd in the name 
Of his European fame, 

' That there never is to be another war, war, war.' 

' Anothtr war.' This wm a point opoD which Cobden wu BnuU; *cfT 
eloqaent He ■ffirmnlj with nnctua, that DniTcm] pMce woald neccssMilf 
follow from the Bdoptimi of Fiee-Timde piindplei. Since thi* dale, h<nr«*C(i 
we have had. The lulian ww between Fnmce and Autria. The Wu between 
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COBDEN'S TOUR. 

But whatever that may mean, 

Let ns sing — * God save the Qaeen 1 ' 

And spedally look out for oui eye. 
When ' Leagues ' are ' sus. per coD.' 
With poUtic 'Old NoU,' 

' Well trust in God, and keep oar powder dry/ 



GBiibAldiutd tbelQi^ofNaplei, call'dBomba. The Crimean wu. UkAhw 
lican dvil war. The Indian Mutiny. The wu bjr Pnuna igunit DeninaA 
Tlie wai by Pnuna agunit AostriK. The war between Gentwny and Fiance 
The war by Rnsua agiinit Tnikej'. Alio a docoi miallei a&in j nich ai the 
Cape war, The AtTuinian, and Dahomey wait. The war between the Frendi 
d now the Afghan difficulty. 
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die (Sontraett. 

(DEDICATED TO THE PROTECTIONISTS OF ENGLAND.) 



T' th' olden Hm^ days lit for rhjrme, 

(Too good for us to live in I) 
In kindly mode, a Patriot show'd 
Benevolence by ^ving. 

But Times are chang'd, and 'tis anang'd, 

(Hie golden nile forsaking), 
Hiat only he shall Patriot be, 

Who shows a powei of taking. 

When he thaf s gone, vfao brightly shone, 

(Alas for OS the story !) 
Too BhoTtly toil'd, by faction foii'd, 

But long enough for ^ary. 

It was agreed, (lest wccthy deed 
Should slip from manoiy's tether,) 

Good men and true in reverence due 
Sioukl club their mites together. 
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THE CONTRAST. 

But «^at said he, that spirit Iree ? 

' My fneoAa, talce bock your treasure ! 
Go, dry the tears of honest yean I 

That, that will give me pleasure 1' 

And long the tear to memory d ar 
Shall flow for Him who's left us 

Death tires to find a second mind 
Like that of which he's reft as. 

Beside our pearl, a Northland churl 

For many years unheeded, 
By sudden fit of Tamworth wit 

In hopeless cause succeeded. 

The focf ries all, banks great and small, 
Ccmi-factors, Quakers, niimies, 

Took up the tune, and fee'd him soon 
Wth seventy thousand guineas. 

An artisan may droop, poor man ! 

His children die untended, 
The wom-out hack may break his back 

Or rot in age, unfiiended, 

But never shall a hoq;>ita) 
Or cloister'd school be founded, 

Or refuge door for worthy poor, 
With aught that churl's impounded. 
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THE CONTRAST. 

Hwii 'rede njr rede ' ye sons (Agreed) 
The contrast bean ho Uinking ; 

Make answer [dain I — whkh cX the twain 
Is Bobler to your tihinking? 

The country's voice, the people's dunce, 
The generous soul's opinioi^ 

All, all prockim the good man's fiuo^ 
And loadie the chorl'a dominion. 
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Ok eoitaaacg. 



' I 'HERE was a printer lad who found business getting slack, 

For the^ wouldn't trade, and wouldn't trust ; and so he's hit a 
track 

Quite new ; — 
Tis a grand calicocratising 
Cali-oli-ocracising, 
Tlioiough-goiDg, State^e^ng, 

Liverpuddle League. 

He's thrown up his engagonents, and ta'en his otha shirt, 
And studied,~HlTe8sing cb^)-tTap up in language smart and curt. 
To suit 
His grand, 8k. &c. 

He takes his tub about with him, and through ' the Land * be goes, 
And harrows souls at tea-parties with tale of ' England's woes.' 
Their cure 
His grand, &c &c 

' Your Army's but a ' dead los^' when nooe yot* coast attach 1 
Your Navy's a ddusion, and your rent a ' Landkud's tax' 
Try then 
My grand, &c. Sec 
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33 THE CAUCOCRACY. 

' Voui famous Constitution too (as trumpeted by fame) 
Is a ' medley of old rubbish ' and a ' miserable shame 1 ' 
Unlike 
My grand, &c. &c. 

' Let each man pay his own church, and each man keep his holdings 
In spite of rights (^ i»operty, and purple bishops scolding ! 
Thqiwilll 
By my giand calicotratisin^ &c, &c. 

' Let all men have equality in votes, and rank, and tin ; 
Unless it be the three pet cents 1 (which I've a trifle in,) 
Given 
By my grand, 8k. &c 

' Hie Worid is one great brotherhood, and shouldn't fall a-fighting ; 
And England is a nest of fools will take a power of righting ; 
By my 
Grand calicooatiaiig, &c. 8k. 

' Free-trade's your only ' Holloway ' to cure a Nation's bad limb ; 
' No taxes ' are the ' Morrison ' to right internal sad trim. 
Apply 
To my grand, &c &c. 

' Take notice ' |m11s ' for bilious states at ' Cockle ' Cobden's it^ions. 
In Liverpool and Manchester I — N.B. Beware of imitations ! 
Unstamp'd 
By my grand, Sec. Bic' 



:ecb>Googlc 



THE CAUCOCRACY. 23 

And this is he who dictates now the Modus and the Measure ; 
And winds {HIT greatest Statesmen up, and lets them down at pleasure I 
As suits 
His grand, &c &c 

But as for me, although I see the Country's siig^dy ailing, 

I h^e a quack of this sort ! and cannot keep from latling 

At his 

Grand calicotratising, 

Cali-oli-ociasing, 

CoU-ali-State-revising, 

Hocus-pocus League ! 
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■Rotate in a jQetn %uit. 



HOIACB. BDOBLODB9. 



Soracte. 

'Dbhold yonda range of the Gmnpiantl 

Snow white are hii hilh^ oocl bis woods 
Are bowing like ' Cits ' at St Jamei's, — 
And ice tunds the roar of his floods. 



Away with this chill from out heait«tnngs I 
Bring logs, Mr. ' Jeames,' bting in moie I 

And butler I a cou{^e erf n>«en"ti»# I 
And mind I let it be ' thirty-fear.' 

To Providence truiting weV tipple I 
And boys, as we draw round the fire, 

Well cease to remember the morrow, — 
And what it may bring, to enquire. 

For what is the use of ill omens ? 

Well leave 'em to good Mrs. Harris I 
And go in for the ' Cafifs,' and ' Cancans,' 

And Easter ' Bal-masqu^ ' at Paris. 
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TRANSLATIOffS. 

And now, ere Old Age with his scissors 
The tresses of manhood has ^orn, 

Well go galivanting of evenings, 
In the musical groves of Cremont. 

Where there's plenty of comers adapted 
For a series of merry surprises ; 

And out of the straws we drink ' cobblers,'— 
And out of the gxXt we get ' rises.' 



' Odi profanum vulgus et arceo.' 

HoBACB. Book IIL Om i. 

I HATB the great unsympathetie i 
I snub 'em and leave 'em — d'ye see ? 

And 111 tell thee a secret, fair PuUic I 
Thou never hadst known but i<x mt. ■ 

We're all of us poor undetitratqien ) 
In the chain of events we sing small, 

And the bully that kit^ us at pleasure 
Is kicfc'd by old Jove after alL 

Some people possess the fid acres. 
Some boast them of Uood that is blue ; 

Some go in for renown, some for mocals, 
As ' Gladstone ' and ' Shaftesbury ' do ! 
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S(»ne Rt op for popuiai leaders I 
But none otn steer clear of the rule 

That mixes mankind up together, 
And Bhakes-ont ^e wise with the fool. 

The man that knows something to hang him 

Will hardly enjoy a beef-steak 
And a roasted potato at Evans', 

Oi go wild at a nightingale's shake- 
No matter how small his belongings, 

The sleep of the peasant says more 
For a conscience devoid of gnilt-throngings, 

Than the rich man's exuberant snore. 

If a man be content with a little, 

So long as that little's enou^ 
He cares not a fig for the Channel 

With aU its stram signals and stuff. 

Hail may b^er the vines of the ' Medoc,' 
The seasons may ruin the crops, 

And die sun or the rain or the weathet 
Be-devil the turnips and hops. 

There's no room for the fish — for the.divo^ 
A-setttng huge piers in cemoit, 

.And contractors reporting on progress ! — 
My Lord is alone — discontent. 

A nasty dyspeptic sensation 
Sticks to him wherever he goes ; 

The wretched man sees in his visions 
A rubicund end to his nose. 
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Afloat by ' Bold Childers ' invited, 

State Cabin and all at bis beck, 
He feels * bbu^' — and so 'tii at Meltcoi : 

Caie gives him a twinge at each check. 

But if this be true, my dear fellows I 
And wealth bring no core with its flow. 

And even friend Bacchus deceive me ; — 
Avamit I e^ve me room 1 let me go I 

Give dinners 1 Oh, thank you t No, never 1 

Be builder <rf palaces new t 
Faugfal Ihate'eml Wealth's tiresome I has duties! 

I'm a kii^; when I've nothing to do ! 



* Justum et tenacetn propositi virum. 

Ho«. BooE III. Ooa 3. 

The man that is just and true-hearted 
No bellowing Communists shake I 

No truculent Emperon daunt him, — 
Nor lightuiDg nor storms make him quake t 

Should this World go to wrack in a huiry, 
And tumble away from its sphere, 

The ruins would crash o'er one bosom 
That never knew panic, or fear t 
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' Indusam Danaen turris ahenia.' 

Hos. Book III. Ode i. 

Thekk oDce wu a tower. 

And a lady in a bower, 

And tbey kept her under lock and key 

So handy oh I 
With mastiA round-about, 
Just to keep your lovers out, — 
But who shall stop a woman 

And a dandy oh ? 

That heavy king Acrisius 
Didn't think the Gods bo vicious, 
And in latherly security did 

Snore, snore, snore. 
When the pass was neatly sold 
In a cataclysm of gold, 
And open flew the portals of 

Miss Danae's door. 

Gold, gold is the receipt 
To compass every feat I 
Tis a thousand times more potent 

Than the lightning's stroke: 
Twill buy up in a crack, 
Emperor ' Max ' or ' Genoid Madt;' 
And be murdeiei or traitor 

As it pleases folk. 
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Wth gold ' oar Pitt ' lestn*)] 
The balance, which the svord 
Of Gallia'B 'little Corporal' bad 

Madetodipk 
Kings, Ministers, and PeopleSf 
He bought up Ifte Towns- and'Steeples, — 
And left the great Ntpoleon 

At laat without a ship. 

The more we baV^ the more 

We covet for oiir stor^ 

Dear Ayiton 1 precious ^£dile ! 

And it makes one shrink, 
To see some vulgai person, 
(All such I teavA Ay 'oitse on,) 
Hold his ftcad as high as * Hunan * 

On the' gallows t»ink. 

To ^be hnmUe shaff be doPd 
God's blessing on his fold ; 
So in lightest marching order 

I intend 
A * tun-away ' to tramp 
To the ' ask-for-nothing ' camp : 
Pitching over in the meantime 

Every Gty friend. 

Thus, in my poor degree 

A better man ni'be 

Than ' Railway kings ' or arbiters 

Of splendid loans ; 
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In the midst of all their wealth, 
Broken down in heait and health, 
Stting thiTcring like a skeleton 
In hii bones. 



' Fortuna saevo iaeta n^rotio.' 

Hos. Book III. Odb 99. 



Dame Fortune rejoicing in mischief, 
An impudent ba^age, d'ye see ^ 

Doth ever more shuffle her honours, 
Now dealing to thee, now to me. 

So long as she blushes, I bless her I 
I inaise her as long as she stays, 

When she orders her wings, I resign her 
With — ' Peace to thee^ go on thy ways.' 

I wrap mywlf up in my paletot 
Uf coosdeDce, (not Nicoll's invention,) 

And as long as my poverty's honest, 
I care not who touches a pensioa 

VOL. III. 
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Ausutdt que la lami^ 
A redor^ nos coteaux. 

Bt ItAtTu Adah, JtenMrAMwn: 



A s soon as the glorious Sun 

Has r^ilt our slopes with his raf, 
That the day may be wisely begun 

To my cellar a visit I pay. 
Good health \a Aurora's my toast I 

And I ask as the blight liquor flows^ 

See'st thou, dear, on the Barbary Coast, 

More rubies than these on my nose ? 

The greatest of Kaisers d'ye see 

When I am set in for a drink, 
Should he fblminate war against me 

Would assuredly not make me shrink. 
At table I'm proof against wonders. 

And I bdd in the midst of good cheer, 
That if jolly old Jupiter tbnnders 

Up there, 'tia of roe he's in fear. 

If one of these days, being fresh, 
I come to the end of my breath, 

I would not live over again, 
Not refuse so delicious a death. 
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I'd set off Ibr ' Avemus ' post-haste, 
And drink Miss ' Tisjiphone ' blind, 

And Pluto's domains should be grac'd 
With a tap by mjr talent design'd. 

By nectar's e&joyments &st bound, 

The Demons should yield to my spell ; 
And the praises of Bacchus resound 

Throogb the roystering arches of HelL 
I'd quench with great bnmpos the drouth 

That irritates ' Tantalus ' so, 
And replenish Ixion's po(M' moutii 

With the bottle's indefinite flow. 

Forty days after I'm gone to pot, 

A hundred good fellotra are bound 
To come, cup in hand, to the spot 

Where I lie at last under-giound. 
They'll honour my memory best 

With a hecatomb novel and fine, 
And sprinkle the ground where I rest 

Wth a hundred good flagons of wine. 

Of marble or porphyry's sttHe 

No splendid memorial I crave, 
A big barrel, I ask aothing more. 

Instead of a hearse let me have ! 
Let them paint my nose jolly and red ! 

And around it this legend display : 
' Here lies of all topers the head 1 

The greatest that ever saw day ! ' 
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Love's Voyage with Time. 



A N old man, Time they call him, 

Came to a river-side; 

And ' Is there none to pity me, 

And help me o'er ?' he cried. 

' What, gossips, will you leave me 

To reckon np each chime? 
I pray you of yout charity, 
Bestow a lift tm l^tie I ' 

Upon the bank, on t'other ude, 

Stood many a wilUng mud ; 
And haO'd young Love the ' Ferryman ' 

To tow to 'Old Time's 'aid. 
But one^ more prudent than the test. 

Chanted a warning rhjrme ; 
' How many fools have shipwreck made 

Id giving a Uft to Time.' 

Love guly son^t the river-baok. 

And landing on the swaid, 
Stepp'd up to good old fiither Time^ . 

And bade him come a-board. 
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And off they go, where winds may blow, 

Oars dipping to the chime 
Of—' See, my dears ! how merrily 

Love gives a lift to Time ! ' 

But ' Love ' grew soon a-weary, 

That era was his un ; 
' Time ' takes his place and plies the oar 

Crying — What ! so soon give in ? 
Poor, feeble child, no longer 

At thy command we rove ! 
Thou ileep'st ! — while I am singing 

Time gives a lift to love. 
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PASSAGES FROM THE POEM 
OF THE BOOK OF JOB. 
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Ctie Ipeatl of mumom. 



p. tos- 



T) UT where shall WUdom's peatl be found f 

Sar, where is now the place 
Where understanding's dwelling place 

In certain signs ye trace ? 
Man knoweth not the price thereof,— 

And seek it fki and wide, 
It is not found in any land 

Where Uving men abide I 
The depth saith — ' It is not in me ! ' 

So answeretb the' sea : 
Fix gold aixl ulver's weD-weigh'd store 

Gotten it cannot be. 
Valued with gold of Ophir 

It cannot be, — alone ; 
Oi the dark sapphire's lambent blue, 

Or the precious onyx stone. 
The crystal cannot equal it, 

Nor yet the ruddy gold ; 
It shall not be exchang'd against 

Jewels of finest mould. 
Of coral, and of orient pearls 

No mention shall be made. 
For above the price of rubies 

Is wisdom's value laid. 
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THE PEARL OF WISDOM. 

The topaz shall not equal it 

From Ethiopia's land ; 
Nor the purest gold that ever came 

Into the merchant's hand. 
Whence cometh then diis wisdom 

So loi^ and widely sought 7 
And where doth understanding bide. 

That it cannot be bought? 
Seeing that it is hidden from 

All living creatures' eyes. 
And close reserv'd from ev'ry fowl 

That airy venture plies. 
Death and destruction hoarsely sayi — 

Lo ! we have heard its name 1 
And to our ears long since hath come 

The greatness of its £une 1 
God understandeth wisdtwi's way, &c. 
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'Oen tie Loco out or He mbtttmna,' 



'T'hek the Lord out t4 the whiriwind 

Did answei Job and say : 
' Who is this that darkeneth counsel 

With idle words to day ? 
Gird up thy loins now like a man, 

And I will ask of thee ; 
Where wast thou when I founded earth ? 

Declare if thou didst see ! 
Who hath laid out its measures ? 

Or who hath stretched the line 
Upon it ? Speak — if thou canst tell ! 

If thou knowest, ^ve a sign t 
Whereupon are its foundations fixed ? 

Its fostenings whereupon ? 
Or nibo at the beginning laid 

The comer stone thereon ? 
When ±e morning stars together sang 

Their orisons of pnuse, 
And the sons of God did shout for joy 

And magnify His ways ! 

' Or who shut up the sea with doors. 
When it brake forth as though 

It had issued from the living womb 
In ceaseless overflow ? 
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'THEN THE LORD 

When I made the cloud ita garment, 

And for a swaddling band 
I gilt it with thick darkness, 

By the conning of my hand ; 
And brake up for it my decreed 

And dme-appointed space. 
And set it bars and {nison doon 

To keep it to its place ; 
And said — Hereunto shah thou come, 

But no further, mighty sea 1 
And here shall thy pioud waves be stayed, 

And here thy bounds shall be. 

' Into the springs of ocean 

Hast thou ent^d curiously ? 
Or hast thou walked, seardiing out 

The abysses of the sea ? 
Have the gates of death been open'd 

Unto thee that diawest breath i 
Or hast thou seen the doors 

Of the shadowy realms of death i 
Into the treastu«8 of the snow 

Hast enter'd without fail ? 
Or hast thou seen the arsenal 

Of blinding sleet and h^ ? 
By what device, I prithee, 

Is light asunder hurled, 
Which scattereth the -bleak east wind 

Over the shrinking world? 
Hath the rain a father? or the dew 

A sire ? By whose advice 
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OUT OF THE WHIRLWIND.' 

Was heaveo's boor frost begottra ? 

Out of whose womb came ice ? 
Hid as with monumental stone 

The lifeless waters sleep : 
And all afiroxe and silait lies 

The bosom of the deep 1 

' Who has sent out the wild ass, 

The swift ' onager ' free ? 
Or who hath loosed his shackles 

That a slave hell never be ? 
Whose house I've made the wilderness, 

And the barren land his home ; 
The dwelling in whose solitude 

It pleaseth him to roam. 
He loveth not the multitude 

The crowded city's train; 
And the driver's shrill alarum, 

Crieth after him in vain. 
His pasture's on the mountain range, 

By the valley and the spring ; 
And he searcheth in his tustihood 

For every green thing I 

* Gavest thou the goodly colouring 

Hiat from the peacock springs ? 
Or the tnfted plumes that decorate 

The pid>ald ostrich wings P 
Which leaveth in the earth her eggs, 

And warms them in the dust, 
And fo^ets they may be broke of beasts, 

Or by the foot be crushed. 
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^THEN THE LORD 

She is haidened 'gainst hei young ones 

As though they were not hers ; 
Her labour is without the fear 

That another bosom stira. 
Because God hath deprived her 

Of the wisdom of her kind, 
Neither hath He imparted 

An understanding mind. 
What time she llfteth up herself 

And fettleth her to flee, 
Sie scometh horse and rider — 

With all their mastery. 

' Is it thon that bast bestowed bis strength 

Upon the matchless steed? 
Hast thou cloth'd his neck with thunder. 

Or given him hts speed P 
Canst thou make him as the grasshopper 

Of every leaf afraid ? 
The glory of his nostrils 

Is terribly displa/d. 
He paweth in the valley. 

He is strong amidst alarms ; 
He goeth on with confidence 

To meet the men-at-anns. 
He mocketh at the name of fear, — 

For nought he tumeth back, — 
Neither for terror of the sword 

Deserteth he his track. 
The quiver soundetb on his flank, 

The glittering speai and shield 
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OUT OF THE whirlwind: 

They rattle up against him 

Upon the bloody field ; 
With fierceness and exceeding rage 

He swalloweth the ground ; 
Neither believeth he indeed 

That it is the trumpet's sound. 
He saith among the trumpets, 

In the thickest press — Ha 1 ha f 
He smelleth out the battle 

And the danger firom afar : 
The thunder of the captains, 

And the shouting of the war.' 
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/^AKST thou draw out Leriathan 

With a line, and with a hook ? 
Or his tongue with cord thou lettest down 

To the'deep pools of the brook ? 
Canst thou put a hook into his nose f 

Or canst thou pierce with thom 
The shears of those tremendous jaws 

That triple teeth adorn 7 
And many supplications 

Unto thee will he make ? 
And many soft and honied words 

Unto thee will he speak ? 
Wll he make a covenant with thee, 

And be thy slave for aye ? 
Wilt thou bind him for thy maidens 

And bird-like with him play 7 

I will not conceal his parts and power, 

His comeliness 111 scan. 
Who can tear the visor from his face ? 

And bridle him who can ? 



3 by Google 



LEVIATHAN. 

Who can rive hia )aws asundeT, 

Wth iion teeth supplied? 
Shut up blether close as wax, 

Scale armour is his pride; 
One is so near another 

No air can come between ; 
The scales are close, the plates are bat. 

The joints are shaip and clean ! 
Ught shineth by bis neesings — 

And like lids of rooni 
His ej'es are — from his moutii start lamps, 

And sparks of fire are bom. 
As out of seething caldron, 

Smoke from his nostrils rolls ; 
Flame flashes frcnn his yawning mouth, 

And his breath kindles coals. 
Strength is the portion k& hia neck — 

And in his path anoo 
Sorrow is turned into joy — 

The fiakes of fiesh npon 
His frame are joined togedier 

In solid texture groov'd ; 
They are finn and sted&st in then^elves, 

And cannot be remov'd. 
His heart is steady as the rock, 

And firm as is the hone, 
Yea, — hard as is a fragment 

Of the nethermost millstone I 
And when he raiseth up himself 

In battle's pomp display'd, 
Terror d^les his enonies, 

And the mighty are afraid. 
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The sword of him that layetfa ^t 

His anuoai cannot hold ; 
Neither can Invastplate, spear, or shield 

That are of earthly mould. 
Iron he estimates as straw, 

And brass as rotten wood ; 
By archer's shaft, or stinger's stone 

He cannot be withstood. 
Darts are accounted stubble. 

And arrows tum'd to chaff 
Widi faim, and at the shaking 

Of spear heads he doth lan^ 
Sharp stones are underneath him. 

And he spreadeth in his ire 
Harpoons, and every pointed thing 

Over the trampled inire. 
Like a pot he makes the deep to boil, 

Like a pot of oU the sea ; 
And hoary dwu wouldst deem the deep 

In his shining wake to be. 
There is not upon earth his like, — 

To fear in nought allied ; 
High are his thoughts, — he moves a king 

O'er all the sons of pride. 
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%ms of t&e Cancasus. 



■"The ' Moscov ' in the ■valleys his armies may keep ! — 

And ravage the folds of his Geor^an sheep. 
' Immeritia ' may lower hei pitiful speai ! — 
Not such is the lot of the free mountaineer. 

Bold sons of 'Abasia,' ' Circassia,' and all 

Who see the storms brew, and the avalanche fell 1 

While ' Elborus ' flashes his peaks in the sun, 

We will keep what God gave, and ask license of none 1 

For ours is the steed that in fleetness excds, 
And the flower of beauty grows wild in our dells I 
The hamlet, the pasture, the nightingale's bowers,— 
And the bands that can guard them in danger, are ours ! 

And ours b the sword, like the falchion of flame 
That 'twixt Adam's [sesence and Paradise came ; 
The floods of all ' Russia ' through ' Darid ' may lave, — 
WeOl look down from our leries and govern the wave. 

Reach down then, ' Zuldka,' yon hauberk of mail. 
Whose sted's ever true, and whose rings never fail ; 
And give me the rifle whose vengeance is known 
By the bubbling gore, and the answering groan. 
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Ill away to the leaguer vheie ' Schamyl ' is seen ! — 
Id councils sagacious, in perils serene ; 
There's a sound as of var in the land, and a voice 
Sida all who love honour and country rejoice I 

They tell me that fiiends aie abroad on the sea. 
That OUT scouts bring Ifi tidings of joy to the free I 
Iliat stroog-Jiolds in rums fresh triumphs portend 1 — 
But, men of the mountain, beware of a Mend ! 

Let him giv^ what we lack,— cannon, powder, and ball ! 
Let him bid us ' God speed I ' — and God strike for us all 1 
For the dastaid that oweth to strangers his right 
Is unworthy to live when he ceases v> fight I 



TbeCitiuMaini wuirfniovictoibe dMudami. 
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1B56. 



T T wu a stately veteran, 

Well worn in war and years ; 
A geatleman of noblest Inth, 
And one of Ei^land's Peers I 

And the fatty yein were over 

Of peace by Europe won ; 
And Qiey loolc'd around for one of those 

Who were taught by ' Wellingtoa' 

(For npcm a day—^lack the day I 

How aany friends we mourn 1 
Was the puntad masque of Courts thrown t^. 

And ' Kaiseis ' wOke forlorn.) 

And ' She ' sent for him to Windsor, 
And said, — ' Go forth and wield 

Tht slumb'ring might of England, 
And be her spear and shield ! ' 

He has kiss'd her hand in silence, 

And ta'cQ tus last adieu ; 
'Cindnoatus '-like they sou^t him, 

And found him ready too. 
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And he hath left the chalky clib 

That Woild-defying stand, 
Without a canoon, or redoubt 

To guard our native Und. 

And with him went a chosen few, — 
Bnt such a> England sends 

When she flings her rusted scabbard by 
In the service of her firiends 

Then fitst since many on anxious year 
Hen saw her Cross advance 

In concert with her ancient foe. 
The ' tricolor ' of France^ 

Europe look'd on in wonder, 
And wise-men paua'd in vain I 

They saw it then for the first time,— 
MHien shall they see't again? 

Weep for the sloth o( * Varnal' 

Weep for the silver lak^ 
And the jdeasant hills moie deadly 

Than ^ painted pois'nous snake 1 

But shout, ye gallant soldiers, 
For ' Alma's ' heij^its are won, 

And ' Russia's ' hosts have vanish'd 
As her snows before the Sun. 

Beneatii you lies defenceless 
The baffled * Czar^' strong-Jiold ; 

Where he forg'd the chains of Nations, 
As his ' fathers ' did of old 
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There frown his thousand cannon. 
There loom hit piiate ships I — 

"Twere better for his honour 
Had they never left thur slips. 

Btit he that ev'iy chance foresees, 

Superior o'er each <me, 
Must be something maiK tfian faero^ 

Or ' Cssar's ' self was none I 

A weary winter lies in store, 

And combats such as those 
Which ' Gods ' and ' Men ' together wag^d 

When 'Greece' and Troy were foes. 

Then came the day of little souls, 
And murmurs crossed the wave 

From idlen strong to find a fault 
But impotent to save. 

And that fickle mistress, ' Daily Fame,' 

Excbang'd h^ cuckoo note, 
For a wilderness of owlet-cries, 

And dirges got by rote. 

And what did he, that noble heart, 

In eVry change of ill, 
When Statesmen lalter'd — Nations frown'd ? 

He sufTer'd and was still : 

Injustice drew no cty from him, 

Unkindness no j^igj^"" j 
He did his duty fearlessly 

And no man knew his pain. 
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But irtten his booot life «m ckM'd, 
And *e»th retmn'd to caithj' 

Hk gallant tamj moam'd hin util; — 
For they had Kcn hit woilh. 

Thdi heatta bad not been ttol*)! away 

B]r jealousy, or lies ; 
They knew — how nnigh the soldier's path ; 

How poor the 'Victc^i |»ite.' 

Shaon on all [diant Statetmcai 1 

Shame {Ml allbn^foolal 
And shame on those iriw tdame the work. 

That should have found the tools I 

Somewhat perhaps has since been done ; — 

But hist'ry shall proclaim 
In growing words, iriien ail is known, — 

' Lord Raman's ' genuine fame. 



Siooe tbeM liiiei wen written, tlw j^edictiooi tbenis omUiii'd 
hare been in m Breit meunie Teiified. The Woild dow kncnra tome 
pnticm mt Icatt of the (Hfiicuhiee with which 'Lonl Ra^wn' had to 
de*l, both at home, in the Seld, ud in the camp ; bnt it ii eqndty 
cciiein tint the eiectioD of hii itatue into «n 'Achilles' of nnluiown 
•od exorbitaiit dimensiocu, (m pnctii'd by ' lb. Kinglite,*) will hudlr 
gi*« poeteiitr a conect apinedation of his [dam, bit difficnltics, his 
disappointment*, or hi* achieTemect*. 187& 
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npo die mqiiory of the Brave 

that are gone ; — 
Let m drink a loyal toast I 
Most honoui^d, dierish'd most ; — 
For oui hearts aie with the host 
that ia gone I 

It was 'duty' sent titem fivth 

in their might ! 
Against the * Cossack ' lance, 
Through peril and mischance, 
In brotherhood with France, — 
for the right 

Steady, steady «• die t^ft 

did they stand t 

And theii pulse beat like the clock, — 

And their heaits were stout as rock,— 

And strong in battle's shock 

was their hand) 

Add lofty was their nu^esty, 
and lone! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE BRAVE. 

V/oe, woe unto the fool 
That TcckonM tfaem by nile 
Of any other school 

but their own. 

Impaasire dos'd their ranks 

as they stood, 

The moiety of the brave 

That first stemm'd the Russian wave ; 

Returning grave for grave, 

bhxKl for blood I 

Then how should these be foil'd 

at the last? 
* Rusaa's ' bravest strew the hill ; — 
<For ftey Uck'd not heart and will. 
Though ' Tchemaia's ' bloody riU 

berepass'd. 

Let their memory be grceu 

as the leaves t 

The leaves that first appear, — 

Spring's offering to the year, 

Ete in gumeate scant and sere 

Autumn grieves 1 

Let the mothers that have boine such 

sons, rejoice! 
Sweet4)earts, weep no more aloud 1 
Sisters, pine not o'er a shroud f 
And ye, widow'd wives, be proud . 
of your choice ! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE BRAVE. 

And tbon, Fatherland, that sent them 
forth, be^t 

For the itock is sdll the lame ; — 

Limbs of irmi, >oub of flame ; 

On ' duty ' follom ' fame,' 

sme, but sad I 



To the raemoiy of the bran 

that are gone,— 

Let us drink a loyal toast, 

Host honour'd, cherish'd most ; — 

Let us call them England's boast, 
and pass on! 
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Cbe ^t^tatie of iBlatt. 



^ FAR from the glens and blown hills of his Scotland, 
By yon motind keeph^ watch o'er a dty once fair, 
There flashes at ereniiig a bright lamp of honour 1 — 
Tis the sunbeam that rests on the head-stone of Blair ! 



A" 



Dear friend of my youth ! when I'd friends in profusion. 
Bat none more light-hearted, more loyal, more true ; 

My soul as I ponder in manhood grows colder. 
And denies to the crowd what it keeps for the few I 

Cut off — ah too soon 1 — in a good cause thou diedst ! 

And Glory shall gild, though she cannot restore ! 
But the space that was thine in mine heart, is thine ever ! 

Though the roof of thy Others receive thee no more. 

On Inkennan's heights, with the rest of those giants, 
The ' Titans ' whose arms kept all Russia at bay. 

The roll of the drum through the mornii^ mist found thee, 
In the pathway of honour, the van of the fray ! 
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THE GRAVE OF BLAIR. 63 

Fsr off, on the bUls of the country that lor'd thee, 
A tnonnment rises that blazons thy name ; 

And ft legend that tells to the my-^irer truly, 
Thy life of good prcnnise, thy death of fair &me. 

But thou art at rest in the land of the stranger, 
And the bones of the victor the vanquish'd must keep : 

Where ' Cathcart ' and other three lliouiand true soldiers, 
Iliy coQuades in honmn and destiny, sleep I 
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Cte €;«'« Dteam. 



'T^BBRB was peace throughout the worid, 
Every battle-flag was furl'd, 
Every General was rotting in retreat 1 
And the s[Hda flung her pall 
O'er the trophies on the wall 
Of Basilicon and Hall, 
As was meet 1 

On his Spartan bed of stiaw 
Toss'd the man whose will is law ; 

In the murder-haunted chamber of his sire 
Great as Lucifer he lay ; — 
But not « serf that day 
Would have bartei'd chains away, 
For his flres. 

The * madman Peter's ' rage, 
And Catherine's base old age. 

And the Neme»s of Paul lay on his soul : 
Their ' testament ' remain'd, — 
And what is all they gain'd, 
Till Eorope writhe encbain'd ? 
Thaf ■ the goal I 
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THE CZARS DREAM. 

B)'zanduin's cnimUing power, 
Nabbth's vineyard of the hour ! 

Is it time to set 'the sick man' up on high? 
Ate the witnesses at band. 
With folsehoods shrewdly plann'd, 
To back Jezebel's command, — 
' Let him die ? ' 

The streaks of coming day 
TTng'd night's panoply with grey. 

And mingled with the lightning's sheeted gleam ; 
When a vision foul and dread 
Flung its pinions o'er his head. 
And he lay, as do the dead, 
In a dream ! 

By the rolling Danube's flood 
With a countless host he stood ; 

And their helmets flash'd like stars on the night : 
Not a man but own'd his nod, 
Not a man but fear'd his rod. 
Not a man but thought him God 
In his might I 

And his heart was puff'd with pride, 
As he tum'd him to the side 

Where the crescents of the foe wax and wane : 
So, in Babylon of old, 
The ^orioos ' head of gold,' 
The Assyrian— grew bold 
In disdain. 
VOL. m. I 
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THE CZARS DREAM. 

Then his linemen bowing down 
Swore to win him a new crown \ 

And he tisten'd to thor anthms stem and grim l 
A thousand tribes were there, 
Whose voices swell'd the pnyer, 
To thjr wild and wailing air, 
Russian hymn ! 

Then he tum'd him in his seat 
And beheld a noble fleet 

Stealing forth from its moorings with the night :— 
To Sinope'a red bay 
Like a thief it took its way ; 
And there, an easy prey 
Hove in sight ! 

With the shrieks of slaughter'd foes 
The din of battle rose ; 

And the Moslem sank in flames with his craft. 
Few straggle any more 
To the lurid-glandng shore. 
For vain is plank and oar ; 
Then he laugh'd I 

A change came o'er his dream, 
And he saw a pleasant stream 

Through vineyards, under heights creeping now ; 
And one said — ' Behold this spot I 
Here let France and Eng^d rot ! 

For drive us they shall not 
From yon brow ! ' 
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THE CZARS DREAM. 

But the ' Zouave ' on the flank, 
And the ' Guardsman ' rank on lank. 

And the ' Hig^ilander ' mov'd on like a wall ; 
And his ' grey-coats ' backvaid sttajr'd 
By groups, into the shade 
Of the murd'rous guns that play'd 
Overall. 

Not a rally I not a stand ! 
Defeat on every hand ! 

Sebastopol lies shieklless— disenthion'd ; 
And twenty fiLtbom down 
Rots the fleet that saves the town. 
Oh ! pitiful renown I 

Then he gnun'd ! 

Twas twilight dank and chill I 
Mists gairison'd the hill ; 

And sentinels loom'd tower-like in the gloom. 
When a monitory hum, 
And a tramp, and mufiled dnmi, 
Told Englishmen they come I 

' Charge them home I ' 

Like a swann of angry bees. 
Like haD rattling through the trees, 

Ijke locusts, in their myriads, on they strain. 
That day no foot gave back, 
That day no hand was slack, 
Each perish'd in his track, 
But in vain ! 
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THE CZARS DREAM. 

At last, like vreath of snow 
Toppled headlong down below, 

O'er the valley, and ' Tchemaia's ' bank they swept ; 
Beneath the ' Zouave's ' steel, 
And the cannon's iron peal. 
Their masses rock and reel ! 
Then he wept I 

On the wintry ' steppe ' he stood, 
And the Sun went down in blood ; 

And the wolves snudTd the scent of dying men : 
Curses sounded in his ear, 
From the follen wretches near ^~ 
And if ever he knew fear 
It was then 1 

As he inark'd the column's strength, 
Reeling, shuddYing through 'Ma length, 

A hurricane extinguish'd moon and star ; 
Ten thousand march'd one day,— 
Half remain beside the way ; 
For the remnant let us pray 1 
Saith the Czar \ 

Again his soul retum'd 
Where ambition lay inum'd. 

To the ' leaguer ' of Sebastopol the tnave. 
He saw Hell's Are rain down, 
Crumbling fortress, dock, and town. 
The jewels of his crown. 
In one grave t 
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THE CZAR'S DREAM. 6 

And now, an icy dait 

Struck its barbs within his heart, 

And his mighty limbs were [»oatr^ as in sleep ; 
On a dying bed he lay. 
And he heard the mourners sb:j,~- 
' Our father's pass'd away ! 
Let us weep ! ' 

Yet he drew another breath, 
And shook the dews of death 

From his forehead, and to Alexander spoke. — 
But day's refreshing beam 
Gilded Neva's ample stream, 
And shudd'ring from his dream 
He awoke I 
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FENIAN ANA: 



A BUNDLE OF SHAFTS 

PKOK A 

FENIAN QUIVER. 



BY ONE WHO LATELY LANOUISHT) IN 
SAXON CHAINS. 



D.D.t.zea by Google 
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C URE the day of reprisals must soon intervene I 

For O'Shaughnessy's up in the Bally-potheen, 
And the ' Four Wise Masters ' are wearing ' the Green,' 
And the Army of ' Oireland's ' in ev'ry shebeen, 
Drinking health to our ' Gladstone,' and death 
To his foe 1 

Will ye show me a patriot purer than ' Bright,' 
Weeping over ' ould Oireland's ' deplorable plight ? 
For says he — ' were she fifteen degrees ftom her site. 
She'd be dane out of reach of this Sassenach spite ;— 
And be great as she was in thy days, — 
'Owen Roe!" 

From the ' Bog of ould Allen,' to ' Cashel's grey rock,' 
Come up the war-notes of our own 'Shan- van -Vacht' 
But alack, like the Cuckoo the Lady can mock. 
And has lately experienc'd an ' illigant ' shock 

From them that should not leave her likes 
In the lurch. 

And tis thought by the learned she's gone off to charm 
The '^bould Mayor of Cork ' from his late sickly qualm ; 



' (keen Rot' ' Owen Roe O'Neill.' Red Owen, poisoned or said U 
have beea at 'Cloc-Uctair.' 1649, K.n.— Spirit aftht NaiUm, p. 15. 
' Shan-van- VfK hi ' ^\i9>je 1176, A.D. 



3 by Google 



74 THE PROBATIONARY ODE. 

Aad that both will appear with more power to their aim. 
When Ireland's occasion brings England's alannt 
And ' Gladstone ' has had his wild will 

Of the Church. 



Oh kinder than ' Owen,' and truer than ' Shane I ' 
Bright rose of old Erin's impayrial dawn I 
Thou hast dar'd to lay hands on the mitre and lawn ; 
And treated ' Asdndenq^s Bogey * with scom : 
So we'll rise to the 'Sl<^^ ' of 

'Gladstone aboo I ' 

For the black cutse of ' Cromll ' is come to its dose, 
And die 'Sunburst ' is flinging despair to our foes, 
And around him stand ' ollamhs ' and ' br^thams ' in tows, 
And * St Fhadraigh's comliarba' diat every one knows. 
Is shouting — 'God bless him I here's 

Gladstone I hurroo !' 



'JZffw*.' Gathering ay — wai cry — Eometfmet written 'Slcgtum.' 
The aune wwd ww in me anoi^ the *G*d.' 

' GJIuMmm B/iw.' GUdittHic fat ever! 'Crom iboo,' the motto 
of theFitiGciBlds, meani, The ipe ibi ereil slluding to the tame ^ic 
that took the Heir of the Houm of Leiostei to the top of a steeple, 
when a bttbj io aims, and wh^ ii nunc, bron^t him down ^ain in ' 

"fey- 

' Tlu Simbta-it,' Thi* name wai given b; the Baidi to the national 
Standard of lieland. It was Breen. Hence all the talk about 'the 

'St.PiadraigViCBinliarba.^ In other woidi St P»lricli'» Su e w ot. 
i-t. The Arch-Bishop of Arm^h, 
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THE PROBATIONARY ODE. 75 

And with him the ' dynasts ' that make an 'O'Neill,' 
And in similar shindies have never tum'd tail;— 
'O'Hagiun,' and ' O'Donoghue,' and 'O'Shiadhail,' 
The descendants of Kings, and the ' Lords or the Pale,' — 
With their ' Cead-mile-&ilte,'— We know 

What you mean I 

Go tackle ' tiiim Protestants,' Gladstone astore ! 
For ' Ould Oireland ' is hungry, and askii^; for more ; 
And shell take, by your ' lave,' now you've open'd the door, 
The land — with its lashings and Uvings gillore ! — 
Och 1 twill be a proud day when— 

Yourself shall wear ' green ! ' 

For, ' St Fhadraig's ' migration of serpents and toads, 
Was an image of Landlords pack'd off in cait-loads, 
And many address'd by the shortest of roads. 
After several approv'd and indigenous modes. 
To the bourne from whieh Sassenachs 
Never return. 

Sure, it makes the heart leap when one's hoping to be 
A native of ' Oireland ' great, glorious, and ^e, 
' The Priestess of Freedom,' the ' gem of the Sea ; ' — 
And the pattern for Nations that never agree. — 
Then up with her ' shamrock ' and 

Down with her urn ! 

'Tin dynasts.^ These geDtkmen chose the 'O'Neill' and his 
' Tanwt,' i.*. hU wtix/ewx (for tlieie wm alwajn cboteo the chief and 
his dedgnated successor), who went by Ibis dtle. This was the real 
E of 'Tanisliy,' a cnstom about which there have been many 



by Google 



76 THE PROBATIONARY ODE. 

For o'er Erio's fair future there dawns a new star ; 
When each ' dynast ' shall drive in his own ' low-back'd car, * 
Indepindent of taxes, and rent-rolls that mar 
The prisent position of things as they aie ; — 
And make of the ' Islands of Saints ' 

H — 11 or worse \ 

For 'John Bright's' made it right tot us down in thim parts. 
With ' Chancellor Lowe ' that bould master of arts ; 
And sure — 'Oireland's' to pay not with gold but with hearts, 
A coin mighty rare in thira SaBsenach marts. — 
Then let your 'Rosg-cata' be 

' Bright Gladstone's nurse !' 



' ChoHctUor Lowe.' The Rif^l Uta^ Robert Lowe of ' Ex Lace 
Lucelluni' memoir. A. ootable device. 

' Rasg-Cata.' Literally the 'eye of battle,' — the 'Wai song of the 
^atii'Spiril eftht NatUn, p. 33. 
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T~'here's a ' sugh ' in the Wind, Brother ! 
■^ A'augh'in the Wind! 

And it whispers—' Death and danger, 
And the triumph of the stranger ! ' 
For the Wind it is a ranger. — 
But it cannot change of Erin 

The constant martyr mind ! 

When Summer bursts in sheen, Brother ! 

Summer bursts in sheen ; 
With bles^ngs well salute her, 
For no Saxon can pollute her. 
To England she's no suitor 1 

Though she flaunt o'er ev'ry valley 

Out own immortal green. 

There's a cloud on the sea, Brother ! 

A cloud on the sea. 
Tis no bi^er than your hand I 
But there's promise in it,— grand I— 
Of rain o'er all the land. — 
When the curse shall leave old Ireland, 

And at last we shall be ftte. 
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f ISTS are o'er the mountains streaming, 
Banners in the sun4ifts gleaming. 
Freedom's sons, as is beseeming, 

Rush into the van ! 



Cold ye lay among the heather, 
Mocking hunger, wind, and weather ; 
Here ye're met — and all together. 

X^cketh not one man ! 

Fenian heroes, friends, and brothers, 
Leave not Erin's wrongs to others 1 
Duty's note all music smothers ! — 

Harps, be ready there ! 

By the coronach of woe, 
Erin's message to her foe 
From the bier of ' Owen Roe ' 

Slain at Ctoc-Uctaii. 



'Statu at Cioc-Uctair.' 'On bb much he wm (died with a de- 
Oiiii(ui U the knees ; a diiease reported to have been pioduc'd hj 
poiaoD I tad he died at ' Clought-Ooghter ' Castle KoV 6, 1649, and 
was buried in the Abbey of Cvnm,—/eiti ffDrimFt Siiitry. i vdl. 
P.33S- 
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MISTS ARE O'ER THE MOUNTAINS. 

Long we've waited t long well wait I 
Notlung keeps so fiesh as hate. 
Wrongs are never out of date,— 

Woes that Nations leel. 

Look upon yon glorious Sua 
For the last time, many a one ! 
Bards diall mg your deeds when done- 
Show them now youi steel I 
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/~\h the Green ! the glorious Green 1 
^^^ 'Tis a colour shall be seen 
In palace and shebeen 

Etc long ! 
Froscrib'd foi many years, 
And sanctified with tears, 
Thou child of many fears, 

Wax strong I 

From regions whence the Sun 
His lightsome course begun. 
Ere Noah's days were done, — 

Phoiuida's wand'rers bcae 
To a ' melancholy shore,' 
By dint of sail and oar, 

That same. 

Of this gallant Green were fond 
' Tirowen ' and ' Desmond,' 
And ' Owen Roe ' beyoud 

Compare ; 
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THE GREEN. 

With this banner in the field 
We were ncYer known to yidd, 
And whatever they repeal'd. 

It wastheiei 

The shamrock dons it now 
On the pleasant upland btow, 
This England will allow 

In truth; 
Tis the liv'ry of the trees, 
That wear it as they please, 
And flaunt it in the breeze 

Forsooth. 

Tis the colour of the wave I 
Tis the mantle of the grave I 
When the sward receives the »lave 

Distress'd, 
After many bitter years, 
Many shatter'd hopes and fears, 
{The discipline of tears,) 

To rest 

Til the colour that looks best 
On an Irish-woman's breast. 
O'er the saflron's golden vest 

Display'd. 
When thou these colours wcarest, 
And with a hero pairest, 
Ireland's hope thou bearest, 

Fair maid 1 



VOL. IlL 
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THE GREEN. 

Then hut to thee, dear Green I 
M%erevei thou art leen, 
In castle or ghebeen, 

High or Low 1 
We know thy language well : 
It means—* Foreigners to H— U ! ' 
And a uniTerul knell 

To our foe. 
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ADAPTED FROM THE SONG OP THE WESTERN k 
'A GOOD SWORD AND A TRUSTV HAND,' 

WUTTRM lY THB RZTD. R. S. HaWKKK. 



W"- 



T'hen thatch and rafter's all 'a-lowe,' 
And roof-tree drops in flame, 
The Saxon churls shall surely know 
That ' Red Hugh ' is my name I 
Then welcome rule of pike and brand. 

The good dmes well renew ; 
And Saxon babes shall understand 
What Irishmen can do. 

The lather to the bloody pike, 

The mother to the stake. 
Mother and babe shall fare alike 

For dear old Ireland's sake ! 
And have they fix'd the where and when ? 

And shall ' OTarrel ' die ? 
Then sixty thousand Fenian men 

Shall know the reason why. 

Up spake our glorious ' Shan-van- Vacht,' 

A Sibyl true is she ! 
' If they were cag'd on Calpe's rock 

We'd set our Patriots free 1 ' 
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RED HUGH. 

A good sword, and a tnuty hand, 

A gallant heart and true ; 
Victoria'! 'hordes' shall understand 

What ' Fenian lads ' can do. 

You've ground us daily to the dust 

Hirou^ many a drcling year, 
But still we've answer'd thnurt for thrust, 

And still old Ireland's dear t 
Then tremble for the winter's nights, 

Ye fierce and bloody crew I 
England prefers her ' Bill of Rights ! '— 

And trusts in me, ' Red Hug^ ! ' 
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GLADSTONIANA. 
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TDleas'd with the last creation of bis brain, 

Of ' Hume's ' applause and Cobden's ' Hear hiins 1 * vain, 
Dark Gladstone sits apait — in that grim shade 
Which none but Coalitionists invade. 
Sudden a knock is heard, — and to his core 
' Old Downing ' shakes as street ne'er shook bef<ve, 
A ' Stiaim;er* mounts the steps, — before him fly 
The stricken menials with averted eye ; 
He stalks where Gladstone sits ; — confronts hit cbaii i — 
And without pie&ce asks ; — ' How gat ye there ?' 

Gladstonx. 
How gat I tliere? — why — by the self-same route 
Which all have foIloVd, — turning others out t 
But how did'st thou, friend, unannounc'd get here f 
What means this rudeness ? — why this chilling sneer ? 

Strahobr. 
A stranger 1 1— I always come juit sa 
And who I am, youll hear before I go. 
Then come 1 no subterfuge, — lay bare your brain, 
Detail your motives, and your deeds explain 1 
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EXTRAORDINARY INTERVIEW 



Foot courses to my choice expanded lay ; 
Four parties beckon'd ; — each a different way. 
I m^t have join'd Lord Derby ! — or I might — - 

Stranger {interrupting. 
Four parties there might be, but ' one ' was right ! 
Did'st thou with single eye, and loyal heart, 
By du^s sober standard rule thy part ? 

GULDSTOHE. 

Why yes, of course — that is, at least, just so, 
In some respects I did, — in odiers no ! 
Mine was a ticklish part; and sure, if I 
Fla/d &st and loose, you know the reason why. 
Rivals and ' quondam ' friends unite in vain ; 
Nor, tike the sdssors, part to meet again. 

Stkamo^. 
Look to thfself ! — in thine heart's inmost seat 
Doth not revenge vrith angry pulses beat ? 
Bums not thy ' budget ' with disastrous fires, 
The war of ' Classes,' and defeat of Squires 7 

Gladstonb. 
Shall I betray the loins froai which I sprung ; 
Or leave the withers of the Squires unwrung? 
' Class interests ' govern as they did cA old ; 
But tyrant acres bow at last to gtM ! 
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IN DOWNING STREET. S9 

Stranger. 
For once, without disguise, thou speakest true ! 
The Nomuin had it once, — but now the Jew. 
In vain his arms may Chivah7 display ! 
I-ondon and ' Baron Rothschild ' rule the day ! 

Gladstone. 
Who pays the fiddUr may command the stave ; 
And Russell but returns what ' Rothschild ' gave. 

Stxanobr, 
Indeed 1 but tell me with thy pi^nant wit, 
And ' Toner ' principles than ' Tory ' Pitt ; 
Why doth the gaping crowd astonisb'd see 
Their newest idol, — Peel's sole legatee, 
In parti-colour'd mantle aptly dress'd, 
' Bright's ' straight-cut coat, and ' Pusey's ' Roman vest ? 

Gladstone. 
' Place ' I've desir'd, and ' place ' at last I 've got ! 
So let Consistency and Squires go rot I 
Thine is a driv'ller's sneer, an idiot's tale ! 
The Statesman's genuine wreath is — not to fail. 
His party's ends unflinching he consults ; 
Gags foes by votes, and clamour with results. 

Stranger. 
Unhappy England to such guides consign'd ! 
Sport of the waves, and plaything of the wind ! 
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)o EXTRAORDINARY INTERVIEW 

Infinnest principle brands high and low I 

Facts aie a farce ; and Truth a laiee-show. 

When every patriot his own greed pursues, 

And Christian Bishops vote for scoffing Jews, 

Doubtless ere long, some namby-pamby set 

Will take thee up, forgotten Mahomet ; 

Or press with dismal groans and verbal froth 

The disabilities of Juggemauth. 

Wilt thou then, Gladstone, grant the social meed. 

And comprehend an idol in thy creed ? 

Gladstone. 

An idol ! that assumption's most unfair t 

You pass the bounds of order, Sir I Chair t chair ! 

Ho ! messei^^ets without ! 

Stranger. 

Pray let them be \ 
How many, think you there, dare cope with me ? 
Two startling questions yet remain to ask ; 
So charge thy memory, and discharge thy task t 

Gladstone. 

Who art thou, wretch ? the chilling Lord <rf tones 
That freeze the marrow in my shrinking bones ? 
Did mine own Oxford, in her cloisters, know 
How hard beset am I, how rude my foe ; 
Nine casuists, smartest of her sons, she'd send, 
To do this battle for her Jesuit friend ! 
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IN DOWNING STREET. 



Stranger. 



Smartness and casuistry alike would fail I 

Tm only silenc'd by a truthful tale t 

"Tta Oxford asks, (for she bewilder'd heard 

Hie Siroi sweetness of thy Punic word,) 

Are thy mellifluous 'vote-traps ' what they seein'd ? 

And talk of pledges — is there one redeem'd ? 

Gladstone. 
Pledges are always given with reservations. 

Stranger. 
Subject to your own interest ? 

Glai>stone. 

No ! the Nation's ! 

Stranger. 
"Bravo I Vet hold ! I scent a coming storm I 
Hie mad ' tornado ' of a ' new Reform : ' 
Deaf partisan ! from thy false dreams awake I 
And cast off ' Russell ' (or thy Country^ sake ! 

Gladstone. 
Russell ! still dearest to this blameless heart ! 
Never I til! death or interest do us part I 
Now keep thy word, and tell me irtut thou art 

Stranger. 
Conscience! in Downing Street 'a stranger guest HT 
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>a EXTRAORDINARY INTERVIEW. 

Gladstone. 
Oh leave me I cany hence thy searching test \ 

Stranger. 

Never ! while hackney'd Statesmen ' rat ' for place ; 
Or needy ' Janus ' wear a double face ! 
Never ! while Whigs condemn'd to broken meat, 
In tutor'd envy grovel at thy feet! 

John Davis. 
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' T AMENT in rhyme, lament in prose,' 

Wi' saut tears trickling down the nose, 
And reaching to the feet and toes, 

Puir Gladstone's deid ! 
Wi' Quixote's lance he cha^d his foes, 
And got.his meed I 

He was a dour, camateerie chiel, 
A babe o' grace as stieve as steel. 
And whiles he gart the fanner's feel 

His heavy hand, 
Ae bugbear had this ne'er-do-weel, 

And it was ' land.' 

He never conld let weel alone. 
His mind was cast in sic n tone. 
He gart a! classes snort and groan 

For many months ; 
And wha for rest wad pray and moan 

He ca'd him dunce 1 
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Tmu not enough that ' Bruce ' should fail, 
Or ' Ayrton ' snub, or ' Robert ' raU ; 
But be maun clap 'neath England's taO 

A thistle nmt ; 
And, wow I she's given him bet kail 

For diat aSront I 

Yet now he's vanish'd like a dream, 

And wi' him taen his ' Greenwich scheme,' 

He's no so bad as he did seem 

To Tory Hive ; 
And bad amaict the quenest team 

That man could drive. 

One sold our timber and our ships. 
One chopp'd oor army up in chips. 
And a' o' them made fasheous slips, 

Nay mair, — I think 
Anither wi* his cranks and quips. 

Cut aff our drink. 

Besides, they settled at Geneva, 
(Will our gre^ grandson be believer 7) 
That ' Uncle Sam ' should be receiver 

O' one third nuire 
Than he himself, (the gay deceiver,) 

Found claimants for. 

They flew ding-dong at a' our laws I 
But God be thankit for the clause 
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O* Forsto's Act that gmt them pause 

And stamp and lair 1 

Instead o' precious sweet applause 

The; gat a scare. 

So straight dissoVd, — and did not &i1 
To promise on the largest scale ; 
But thanks to those who deal in ale. 

High-mettled lads, 
They'll point a moral or a tale 

For youthful 'Rads.' 

Hoot I a' you chiels that hate the Church, 
And wad leave England in the lurch, 
For melancholious dirges search, 

Puir Gladstone's deid ! 
And from his ever busy birch 

Thank Heaven, we're freed ! 
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Tt chacc'd that John Bull gave a notice one day, 

(For his land had been used in a scandalous way,) 
To his tenant Will Gladstone ; and arbiters came 
To determine what balance sweet William might claim 
From the incoming tenant, for buildings, and movements, 
And guano, and such inexhausted improvements. 

Derry Down. 

The Court was an open one, — such as befits 

The public encounter of national wits ; 

For ' William,' accustom'd to servile applause, 

Detennin'd in person to plead his own cause ; 

And ' Ben,' no wise slack in so smart an affair, 

yfith his backers and friends in great spirits was there. 

Derry Down- 

The first claim advanc'd, and it made the Court stare. 
Was — ' for fences demolish'd wherever they were.' 
But ' Ben ' quickly stopp'd this extravagant strain, 
For he said — ' he should have to replace them again.' 
So after some sparring the claim was withdrawn, 
And Gladstone went on to the next — 'Irish lawn.' 

Derry Down. 
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For CSnuch disestabluA'd bj process quite aew. 
With notbing left now but the light work to do, 
For content scfttter'd br(M4-cast, and Ireland at peace, 
Which blesnngs must teil in the incoming leaae,—- 
William Gladstone mth modesty teoder'd his bill ; — 
But the ariiiters bund the tmptoyement W9s — nil I 

Deny Down. 

Somewh^ scar'd by this ruling, he shifted his ground, 

With a ' hem 1 ' which implied th^ their wits were not sound. 

So musing within him what ' Ayrton ' had done, 

And 'Childeis' attempted, and 'Catdwell' begun, — 

Inezhausted improvements, if any might daim 

A positive right to that popular name. 

Derry Down. 

He mention'd our Navy, by Childers renew'd 
On an amateur plan that comUn'd cheap with rude. 
FoT by roughing contractors, and wholesale dismission 
Of workmen, and sale of ships not in comniissi<m, 
He show'd how ' John Bull ' was possess'd of a Navy, 
As cheap and as nasty as beef without gravy. 

Deny Down. 

But the valuen held thu the difference lay 

A ' ample of thousand ' at least t'other way. 

So he popp'd off at once to the ' liceosisg Bill,' 

And show'd that he'd hansE'd the VictuaJlers with skill. 

Then he made a large daim on the score that our grocers 

Of sundry aly bottles axe now the disposers. 

Derry Down. 
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Bttt the Court stopp'd him there — and remaik'd that it thought 

Sudi goods at the ' publics ' had better be bought. 

And chaig'd him ' a thousand ' for positive harm 

By ' meddling and muddling ' done to the form ; 

And next they requested he'd come to the point ; 

For as yet they thought eveiything left out of joint 

Deny Down. 

Wth a confidoice boirow'd from Greece at its besl^ 

When Olympian Pericles Athens address'd, 

He struck a position, and not to alarm ye, 

He pointed his finger and said—-' There's the Army I ' 

But the Court shook its head on behalf of the Nation, 

And chaig'd him ' five thousand ' for deterioratbn. 

Doiy Down. 

Now fiiirly bewilder'd, he mutter'd ' cock-zounds 1 ' 
And mention'd his surplus, ' six millions of pounds.' 
But the Court thought this sum, in the m^ to be due 
To ' Commerce,' with which he had nothing to do. 
Though not to seem hard on his parings and shavings. 
They bade him take ' six thousand down ' for his savings. 
Derry Down. 

Yet in spite of this wind-M the balance was found 
To be as ' per contra ' just two thousand pound ; 
Then he took heart of grace and sbow'd excellent well 
By the cases of ' Ewelme,' and ' Collier,' and ' Bell,' 
That a Minister mi^t, should the worst come to pass. 
Dash through any Act like a bullet through glass. 

Deny Down. 
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For this inexhausted improvement the Court, 

Midst cheers alloVd two thousand more, as it ought 

Thus the balance was struck with exceptional skill 

When they found there was nothing that came back to Will 

So not to give dullards occa^n for scorning, 

They gave hjm a ' monkey,' and wish'd him good morning. 



'Mmkey' — Five hnndred poumk- 
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%amiKin affonistes. 



'T^OVCH he be grinding in the prison mill, 
Blind, and bewilder'd, he is Samson still 1 

Whether he sport with the 'World's Youth' whai god: 
Flay'd such vile pranlu as distanc'd man's by odds ; 
Or, deeply dipp'd into Homeric lore. 
Stretch the profouml until we cry — No more ! 
Or deal back-handed blow to Country Squire ; 
Or knock the Churijh down, Chancel, Nave, and Spire ; 
Or, wisely conscious of the situation. 
From Greenwich hustings seek to bribe the Nation ; 
Though, for the nonce, his unkemp'd locks be shorn. 
And power to slaughter from his hand be torn ; 
Though swath'd in sevenfold bands of virgm rope 
Straggle the muscles with which few can cope ; 
In sinte of Delilah's assurance true, 
Who dare awake him? Philistines, do you 7 
In every phase of failure, and of ill, 
Hind, and bewilder'd, he is Samson still ! 

Deserted of the flock that once he fed,— 
A modey flock, now bleating without head ; 
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Though they, sweet sheep, roam scattei'd o'ei the pUia, 
And spr^htly ' Goschen ' hold the crook in vain ; 
Though 'Vemon Harcomt' throne in tiresome (tate. 
And ' FoTster ' teach with none to educate ; 
Though ' Setboroe,' for the present, leave the fi^t, 
To commune with the shade of 'Gilbert White;' 
And ' Br^t ' (become a Toiy in his heart,) 
In spite of eveiy hint decline his part ; — 
Though courtljr ' Sydney ' sighing yield his phice. 
And happy ' Hartington ' retire to face ; — 
Indomitable, stormy, confident, 
Vers'd in the puzzles Casuists invent, 
And eveiy Council from ' Constance ' to ' Trent ; ' 
Their late Commander cannot brook repose ; 
But shakes the mountains with a Titan's throes : 
Hits on a theme to galvanise men's souls ; 
And challenges ' the Pope ' to play at bo^. 
Priestcraft may frown, and ciitics carp their fill ; 
Blind, and bewilder'd, he is ' Samson ' still t 



As ' Manoah's son,' the Hebrews' mistiest Judge, 
Became a piteous show and miller's drudge ; 
So he that us'd the planets to unsphere 
Sinks to the bathos of a pamphleteer ; 
Alaim'd at length, — reveals Rome's latest tricks, — 
And publishes his thoughts at ' two and six.' 
As he that whilom brought high deeds to pass 
With the new jaw-bone of a ' thriftless ass,' 
Or cunningly deris'd a harvest's ruin 
With firebrandE, foxes' tails in pain ponnti^; 
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Oi waking from his nap, at midnight's fall 
Went off with ' Gaza's ' doon — posts, bar, and alL 
S<^ did thia Samson of a modem day 
Redress, — ^vhat he call'd wrongs, in somifut way ; 
"nil confident o'nmuch, — perhaps betray'd, 
With bead on lap of Greenwich fondly laid, 
He woke to find himself bound hard and fast ; 
A Nazarite no more, and shav'd at last 
Yet, though he grind airiiile in prison mill, 
His hair may grow again ! — He's Samson still ! 

The feast is set, — for evening cloth'd in grey 
Lengthens the shadows of an eastern day. 
And seaward glitter Ashdod's hai^hty towers, 
Fir'd by the parting light with golden showers. 
The pick of all the Philistines is there ! 
Warriors and statesmen, lords, and ladies fair ! 
From ' Ashdod ' his abode, and from ' Ekron,' 
From ' Gath,' and ' Gaza,' and from ' Askelon ; ' 
' Dagon ' had summon'd all his hosts — to see 
The poor estate of their great enemy. 
Loud rose the din of rerd and of soi;g I 
The jests were insolent, — the lau^ter long. 
Triumph sat nodding on each chieftain's brow 1 — 
To make them sport, they call for ' Samson ' now. 
Led by the hand he comes ; — his aimless stride 
Following the foot-steps of the boy his guide. 
Affile he rests him by the pillars twain 
That lift the godless fabric from the plain ; 
He feels th«n now — and while his tyrants spurn 
The muzzled giant, feels liis heart return. 
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He bows himself in vengeance, — for at lengdi 

In ten^ld mastery buists forth his strength ; 

The -pSiaxs bend and break I— cave in the walls ! — 

And with the crash eX doom the tan[^ &llt. 

Beneath a quarryful of marble lie 

Three thousand sceptics who had guesa'd awry I 

Moral. 

Shorn of his locks and baffled oi his will, 
Let no man stir him ! — he is ' Samson * still ! 
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l^utple uecsuis ^rep. 



f~' OOD people of England anend to my lay, 

Which treats of the puiple compar'd with the grey ; 
And plainly declares that all facts are a farce, 
When seen through the lens of a strong party-glass. 

When first the proposal in round terms was broach'd, 
(Ere the Country was stump'd, and the malcontents coach'd,) 
All parties appeai'd to approve of the claim, 
But each in its turn wish'd to give it a name. 

Then the Demon of Discord arose on the blast ; 
' The Telegraph ' trembled, ' the Times ' was aghast ; 
And ' Gladstone ' put on his ' cothurni,' and ' Lowe ' 
Had a dream of an Empire without ' quid pro quo ! ' 

And every one thought it behov'd him to say 

Whatever, perchance, might apply either way; 

For nothing's so safe as to give a suggestion 

When your verdict's not ask'd on the subject in question. 

Some simper'd in Latin, some drivell'd in Greek, 

' Orientals ' look'd big, — and e'en school-girls would speak ! 

But no one suggested by far the best name. 

For ' Old Noll's ' buff jerkin had tamish'd its lame. 
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' Protector I ' — a word such as ' Shaftesbury ' might, 
On certain occasions, accept as all right ; 
Thoi^ his autocnt self did not chance to invent it ; — 
A reason, with him, quite enough to prevent it. 

But i^ence comes this Giant no precedents claim ? 
This power — strong as Death — yet in want of a name? 
Who rules as no Conq'roi before him has done 7 
His hands are a thousand I — his plighted wotd one. 

There were merchants in India I— (and h«e be it said, 
Though they tnn^'d him in grey we will keep him in red ! 
Whose savants impos'd him on ra[une and sloth, 
And prudence and fortone have foster'd his growth. 

If his be not Empire, ' Iskender's ' was none ! 
As wen migbt you gmdge his right name to the Sun. 
And the purple he'll wear from this fortunate day, 
Is his own, and shall be, let whoever gainsay ! 
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' MoKNiNa Post.' Si 



' Diflkjle est ptopiie commupia dkere. 

T F cynics sought to gauge the Situation 

By every test but ratiocination, 
Th^Ve got for ' sixpence ' now the method handy, 
By one notorious for hia ' copia fandi.' 

With busy brain that spurns the gathering rust 
Of slow old age, and selfishness a^ust, 
Reckless, inconsequent, he still pursues 
His dismal round of pamphlets and reviews. 
Impulsive, captious, great and small by turns, 
Now leading Senates, and now cheap'ning urns. 
Here movii^ mountains, there a small debater 
Of pins'-head texts, and late in life ' Pope-hater,' 
Anon above the spheres he wildly soars ; 
llien sinks to Greenvrich meetings out of doors ; 
Snatches the reins from Hartington, and when 
The team's run riot hands them back again. 
For these sad times a most disastrous nurse, 
Who finds things very bad, and leaves them worse. 
Without an aim, a party, or a plan. 
Does Hanwell's pile conceal a greater man > 
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THE SITUATION. 

What shall we liken him to with dish and toll ? 
Try vagrant Belisarius with his bowl, 
And ' date obolnm,' in cadger's guise. 
To heroes, and thetr ' Murrays ' penny-wise. 
A balder venture of disjointed chat 
Ne'er sold for eighteen pence — and dear at that. 
Still, who dar'd say that one who once could stir 
The trembling spheres, and nod like Jupiter, 
Should in a maund'ring moment twaddle down 
To bind round ' Pears's ' brow the civic crown ; 
Or overmuch an advocate forsooth 
Quote ' Schuyler's ' Yankee glosses for the truth. 

But shall this restless swain on curt pretence, 
Lop down our native store of common sense ? 
Because his stiff'ning sinews ill agree 
With idle hours? 'Oh woodman, spare that tree ! ' 
Why did'st thou fling the pack in Greenwich face, 
And in a fiiry give up power and place, 
Make seatless Solons unforewam'd to groan 
Astound the Country and amaze the Throne ; 
If in a jiffey, with hey ! presto I ciack I 
In fresh ' avatar ' we must have thee back 7 
Nor does it soothe our ruffled nerves the while. 
To hear thy ditdes chaunted by ' A^ll,' 
' HarcouTt,' and ' Lowe,' with all the nasal tact 
For which they're femous. Will it not re-act 
On brains unsodden by the reek of mobs, 
And not dispos'd to favour fresh Whig jobs 7 
Till quite appall'd by horror and ferocity 
The tongue ask feebly — ' Which is the atrocity 7 ' 
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Bnt whit in truth, great plotter, it thine aim ? 
Sorely, 'tis not to fbitha RmsiR's game. 
And make of emr Gorenutent a he 
That does not lire and move by public cry 7 
Such anant nonsense even fo<ds would quiz it ; 
Yet, if it be not this, i'£uth, what is it? 
Tis easy said ! — but {mthee aie the Tn^ 
As lightly swept away as boys' mod-worics ? 
Will Asia's hundred tribes, like Jordan's wave, 
At once roll back, and make diemselves a grave? 
Leaving to ' Messrs. Gladstone, Czar, and Ca,' 
Ruin'd and rank the lands iriure now they flow. 
' GaulticT sans avoir ' and the ' Hermit Peter ' 
Struck on diis rock ; shall yoor work be complete!? 
Then shall the 'Walters' of this New Crusade 
The vulgar test of common sense evade ? 
For well-weighed tmths pretentious horrors sell, 
And tas a reason snbstitate a yeD ? 
Thrilling sensations their distemper'd aim. 
And for their foes, a sweeping score of blame. 

Pray what are these Bulgarian lambs and martyrs ? 
A mongrel race, a Christian s<vt <rf Tartars I 
Who, prompted by much Russia and some gcdd. 
Have gone to market and themselves been sold. 



'GauUitr sum aveir.' Otherwise 'Walter the pennilesi. He 
was the militaij Lesder of the 'Fint CTusade;* Rud no wonder he 
foiled. His iotentioD, vii. (to tsike possenion of other people'i landi 
without means propoitionable) might be g/MA in itself^ but in the 
Unguage of ■ The Ring' one would hardly tahe odds ; much lea lay 
'vx to four' on him. 
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But, had success upon thdr banners hui^, 
' Fears ' had ne'er trumpeted, nor ' Gladstone ' sung. 
On them 'the Master's precept' has been lost; — 
'Go not to war before you count the cost.' 

Some folk who more than once have fail'd when tried, 

XLestor'd to private life see iar and wide. 

' Respon^ili^s ' a wondrous clog ! 

But ' OKXMdtion's ' ever a good dog 1 

Free'd from a score of rusty obligations, 

(Which two years since he thought should govern Nations), 

Behold the patriot, out upon a job ! 

Guest of the great, but idol of the mob. 

Then, England, pause to think, nor fan the blaze 

Of this wild meteor with the lurid haze t 

This Comet sent in e^hteen-seventy-sbt. 

To fire the firmament of politics. 

lis not enough to say — ' These things shall be ! ' 

Many must yield, — and many more agree, 

£re peace returning fill the World with smiles ; 

And evil luik but in stock-jobber's wiles. 

He too perhaps may prove the better man, 

Who does not all he would, but what he caa 



Thk b what The Eul of Beaconsfidd did, in the TtMtjr of Berlin, 
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'MoiNiNoPosT,'Jtn.T 14, 1877. 
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U> Etamotti-Gilead and prospet: for the Lord shall ddirer it into the 
band of (he king.'—M/ Soot ofKinp. 

Titmt fir^ the second of the giant brood, 

' Feiuir,' came forth, he seein'd so mild and good, 
The ' Gods of Asgard ' took him to their Court 
To &isk and gambol and to make them spoit ; 
But ' Lok's ' fierce nature fester'd in his veins ; 
He grew, he ramp'd, he burst like straws his chains ; 
' All-Father's ' self was powerless in his hall ; 
He maim'd his keeper, and he scar'd tbera alL 
Bound after three essays, he growls disdain. 
Till ' Ragnarok ' shall free his jaws again. 

So did the might of England and of France 
Blunt for a season the wild Cossack lance, 
And force the Wolf of Russia, in dismay, 
On Polish entrails for a while to prey ; 

'Fenrir.' "The Wolf,' that is to demnir the Worid. HewMthe 
lecoDd of (he children of ' "Ltid ' and the Giantess his Witch-wife. 
Bom at a biith with 'Jonnaot^and,' the teipent thai encircles the 
Woild, and ' Hela' mistress of the Shades, he was harmless enough at 
fint. 

' All-Fathtr'i sil/.' The titie of 'Odin' King of the ' JEmi' and 
IbimdeTof the cttf of 'Asgard.' 

' Ragnarek.' The twilight of the Gods. When this compUcation 
anires, 'Fenrir' will bnr« his dwarf-mxde chain and the presoil 
condition of the World will be exchanged for another. 
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Till time — that all precautioii underlies, 
That prompts the rash, and often foils the wise, — 
RoU'd o'er the scene a whirlwind <£ mistrust. 
And smother'd treaties in their own small dust 



Forth with a bound the ' Czar-ish Fenrir ' springs, 
In all the brazen panopljr of kings ; 
Professions, promises to every Nation, 
Sighs of r^et, and vows of moderation ; 
Appeals to God, — (if 'twere not sad, twere fanny I) 
And fishing pleas to folk to lend him money ; 
Intrigues in every Court, bribes, swagger, spies, 
. And last, not least, an arsenal of lies. 

Attend, ye Britons 1 Let no silver tongue, 
llioai^ ' Gladstone's ' self should wag it, — lead you wiong I 
In ^ite of every subterfuge and cry, 
Nam'd from ' Panslavism ' or ' atrocity ; ' 
la spite of all the twaddle of ' the Times,' 
For which no satire can find English rhymes ; 
Your common sense, your instincts sound and true, 
Will ever measure men by what they do ; 
And stubbornly refiise to back his cause; 
Who keeps no promise, and who breaks all laws. 
Weigh well this strife t these rumours far and near, 
Wth men's hearts fiulii^ them for doubt and fear ; 
All ' Gog and Magog's ' myriads loos'd at la^e. 
And 'Armageddon's' trumpets sounding charge ! 
Why ? Because slaves in arms work one man's will ; 
And ' Peter's relish testament ' Ures still. 
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While ' Ahab's ' Prophets in one burst combine. 
And some in England join the courtly whine ; — 
' Go up and prosper 1 Break with iron rod 
The bones of Ninons in the name of God I 

But, is no ' lying spirit ' lurkmg there, 
To plot destruction, and to lime the snare ? 
Is there no peril in this noisy cry, 
These blasphemous appeals to God on high. 
To prosper rapine and endorse the cl^m 
Of gieedy conquest with his own great name ? 

Nature's fix'd laws throughout the World are felt ! 
In contact with the cornfields glaciers melt 
The sweltering fen breeds plague and poison stilL 
The ' Danube ' is a river, not a rill. 
Without a 'commissariat' none can f^ht; 
Though 'Gladstone's self should dub him — 'Christian Knight.' 
Strong-holds with prudence chosen who shall mask? 
Or force ' the Balkans ' for a school-boy's task ? 
Winter's imperious summons who can stay. 
As Joshua the Sun, e'en for a day? 
Or crush their spirit in a stricken field, 
Whom ' Grandam Europe ' could not force to jneld ? 
Folks who stripp'd bare of lies ' Ignatiefs ' claim, 
And now, (without a friend t) choose death not shame. 

What then has driv'n the Nations, one and all, 
To pant for plunder, or to fear a fall ? 
Myriads in costly arms, and wealth's increase, 
llie pois'nous fungi of a hollow Peace, 
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That surety saps the vitsls of a: State ; 

And scares with ghosts the slumbers of the great 1 

CA\ Tyranny I thou curst of God and man, 
Since 'Nimrod's' craze for Empire fiist began.! 
£ycr collapsing, but reoining sdU ; 
The costliest plague thitf ever worVd man'i U) 1 
See ' Xerxes ' flying from his gdcten throne ; 
And ' Nero ' choking In his gore alone ; 
' Niq>oleon * fretting o'er his fallen star, 
Undignified in death ; — oitd be a Czar I 
TheyVe drawn them lots for the old Tiger's sidn, 
And settled how, and when, and where to win ; 
And some arc taking ciedit over-ni^t. 
For the net value of to-morrow's fight 
' Catherine's ' great-grandson comes in Cluistian style 
With his chief backers, ' Gladstone ' and ' Argyll ; ' 
Proclaims himself a lamb with bated breath ; — 
And slips at once the bloody hounds of death. 
B4»ne by the Northern Wolf in vain we look 
For the mild succour of the Sbei^erd's crook. 
But are the Prophets one and all tum'd btirul ? 
Are there no warnings in the Southern wind ? 
The day of specious hypocrites is past ; 
And dread reaJities wax thick and fast. 
For what's ' Panslavism ? ' where ail are slaivs I 
And none are free but Patriots in their graves ! 
And what's ' Autonomy ? ' a phrase run mad ! 
With explanathms ever to be had 
Direct from ' GortschakofT,' and kept in store 
To puzzle Europe at a pinch, once more. 

VOU IIL I 
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Yet, in this news wherewith the welkin ringB^ 
The ccmstemation and the &U of kings, 
Some cramhs of comfort at odd times appear. 
The ' Turks ' are stubborn, and the winter's near. 
From ' Lener Asia ' ' Melikoff ' is fled ; 
' Armenia's ' vultures sated with his dead. 
On either side of rolling ' Danube's ' shore, 
One shakj bridge setids all the ' Russians ' o'er ; 
One paltry railroad gives them daily food, 
While none but vex'd ' Bulgarians ' wish them good. 
And sooth to say your ' Panslavisdc ' hosts 
Are weak enough when measur'd by their boasts. 
Thus locusts only by their numbers scare ; 
Till the West Wind arise and free the air. 

Then go to ' Ramoth Gilead ' in thy might ! 
Marshal thine armies and turn wrong to right t 
Go with thy Prophets, Czar ! and prosper too, 
As sure as the ' Almighty ' speaks in you I 
But should 'a lying spirit' after all, 
Direct another ' Ahab ' to his fall ; 
Hope not that ' chuckling Bismarck ' will wear crape, 
Or lend a hand to fiee thee from this scrape I — 
No 1 he will bluntly indicate thy part ; — 
A splendid funeral and a broken heart 
For if at last, without a dupe or friend, 
The lawless dynasty of ' Peter ' end, 
In decent black thine obseqm'es hell grace ; 
Console thy mourners, — and usurp thy place ! 
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Mat i6. 1879. 



Jhat has he smote ? Not Beaconsiield 1 What dien t 

Is it the British oak? 

Or is some china broke 7 

Or has he lost the pen 
That writ his post-cards, and proclaimed to men 
Those great procliTities to small nanation, 
Which [leased so many gossips in this narion 7 
Or is he thinking of his promised prank 
In Scotland, that he looks so glum and blank ? 
Those ' lyart haffets,' too, are thin and bare 1 
England ! thy Samson is the worse for wear. 

Poor man I a little rest mi^t set him up — 
A friendly dinner and a chirping cup ; 
Not his own claret — that would wcnk his &1I, 
Defy the doctor, and confound us all. 
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GREVILLIANA; 



NEW WAX FOR OLD COBBLERS. 



' The coxcomb Irird, >o talkMlve Mtd gnve, 
That fhun hlx cage cries Cndtold, Jade, and Knave, 
Thcogli many a [■il*~y be rif^df MO, 
Yon bold hbu ao pbildtofAcr at aU.' 

FO»'s Moral Rttayt, ^M. i, L 



Written between the Years 1850 and 1875. 
Jan"- t^. 
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The first part wai probablr wrinen about die date of 1850 
— pOBsibly earlier ; and published in a Newspaper of the day ; 
but in spite of all my researches, I can neither tell its name, 
nor the date correctly. 

Upon the appearance of ' Greville's Journal ' in the ' Moroing 
Post,' I received the following letter tram The Right HonUt 
Benjamin Disraeli, now Earl of Beaconsfield, in which it will be 
seen that the title of * Grevilliana ' was first suggested : — 

3 iVhiidall Cardan, Maf- a, 1874. 
MT DKAK WlHCUlLUA, 

I have lead your Grevilliana, thia motnin^ with infinite 
pleuure. Wc have had notluDg so good since LuttielL 

Yours Mncerely, 

D. 

I cannot resist the pleasure of publishing that which 1 hold 
to be a genoioe compliment, from a man so confessedly com- 
petent to give a judgment, and usually so chary of his words. 

I feel as proud as if James Robinson had said to me — 'You 
rode that race well I' 

I was eariy acquainted with Mr. GreviUe's intention of 
leaving his Journals for posthumous publication. Nrither did 
I make a secret of my intention, if they chanced to appear in my 
lifetime, to do my best to counteract their poison. I was not, 
I admit, prepared for its amount and violence, nor for the small 
stock of discretion shown by the Editor in the performance of 
his duties ; but I knew quite enough to make me feel assured 
that oiw^day there would be an Augaean stable left to cleanse. 
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Greville, ever in the wrong ! 
Evei plotting, ever peddling, 
Master of all sorts of meddling. 
Doth a Lady make a trip 
In morality or Scrip ? 
Is a balance to be paid up, 
Or a quarrel to be made up? 
Is a point to be decided 
For the which no law's provided ? 
Doth a husband, (wicked wight,) 
Stay out very late at night? 
Is a fusion conte in vogue 
Twixt 'Count Noodle' iuid ' Duke Rogue?' 
Is the ' Coalition ' tumUii^ ? 
Are the Daily Papers grumbling ? 
Is a note to be convey'd 
Without bustle oi parade, 
To the ' Times,' the Czar, or Devil ?— 
Ring die bell, and send for Greville ) 



zecbvGoOQic 



^wtfiWs Journal 



f^ reviixe's Joumal bids me sing ; 

Greville, hard on eveiythin^ 
Church and State and Queen and King ! 
Scavenger of every tale 
That can fill his empty paiL 
Hard upon The Duke of York ; 
(Hates his Master and his work ;) 
Him nor E>uke nor Duchess please ; 
(Did her lap-dogs give him fleas ?) 
Hard on State-craft and its ends ; 
Ten-fold harder on his triends ; 



'CAurei and Siaie.' 

'The moit agreeable event, IF it mm out to b« tme, is the defeclkm of 
'Dr. Phllpot»,'who»e conduct and that of others suiU probably not be with- 
outiUeBictinHippinglhefoundationiof the Church.' Vol I. p. 163. 

'Lap-di^ give kimJUaif 

' Her dog* (the Ducben of York's) are her greatest interest and ainnse- 
ment, and she has at least forty of various kinds.' VoL I. p. & 

If Cbajla Gfcville had been cntnuted with the feedit^ of them, 
U ^tait k paiier, that he would have fock'd out all the best t»t» for 
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Compound of remorse and pelf, 
Greville's hardest on himself. 

Greville eab at many a table. 
Manages a Ducal Stable ; 
Greville whists, and Greville bets, 
Moralises then, and frets. 



'Cmill^i kariUa on Mimstl/.' 

' Ever Buce the Derby ill fortune haa punued me, and I ouiDOt wia 
aajv^KTv. Plaf ia a deleiubte occupatioD ; [t absoitis all our thoughts and 
rcDden lu imSt for aDT lUng else in Uf&' Vol. I. p. aa 

' I am ready to cry with vexatJon wboi I think of my mis-lpenl fife^' 
Vol III. p. laS. 

' NotUng but iaeiii£ and hatrioDg ; a wretdted life )— that ii a life of 
anmsanent, bnl *eiy tmpiofitable and diEcreditable to any one who can da 
better thingt.' VoL II. p. 368. 

If what Mr. Greville means by 'better things' be — writing his 
Journal and meddling with everybody else's business, I am not sure 
that he wa« not, after all, better employed in 'hawking and radng.' 
It is a curious, but UDdoubted tact, that Mr. Greville was notoriously 
what is oitl'd — a bad judge of a horse. In the stable he cootd not 
dittingnjsh between one of his own yearlings, and a &*e-year-old 
hone ; and bat for the direct information of ' trials ' which he insisted 
upon knowing, (wbetbet Ui own or other people's) be would have 
cut as sorry a Ggure at Tattersall's as his 'best friend' eoald tiave 
desir'd. 

' I have pubHsh'd ft little jamphlet to belp them [The Wellingtmitaas), 
but as I never put my name to my pamphlets cJ course nobody reads Ibent ' 

The true key to that which appears to Mr. Greville an enigma, may 
bo fbond in the &ct that they (the pamphlets) were exceeding heavy 
and tiresome. 

* Grtvillt tait at many a laiU.' 

• The dinner (at the Dnke of York's) very bad, bocanse the Cook is out 
of humonr. The evening pass'd off heavDy,' Vol L p. 8. 

' MoHogti a Ducal Slatle. ' 

' Yesterday the Duke of Vork proposed to ne to l;ike the management 
o(hi* borset, which I accepted.' VoL I. p. 44. 
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Greville proses, Greville races ; 
Gets a leash of patent places ; 
Petted, trusted from above, 
Greville is the fool of Love I 

To ' De Ros ' he went one while. 
Told the Lady's name and style ; 
Bade him offer hand ana purse 
At her feet, for weal or wone. 
Strai|^t aniv'd the Plenipo ; — 
But the fair one answer' d — ' No ! * 
Charles said, pulling a long face, 
' Was it money, birth, or place 7 
What, my friend, was her averaon?' 
' 'Twas not your purse, it was your person ! ' 

Quite upset by this disaster. 
Far beyond the reach of plaster ; 



' Gtti a lauh e/ fattnt plata.' 

' I have eipeiieiuzd a graat proof trf the vanity of human wisho. In Ibe 
coune of three weeks, I have attained the three tliiDfs I most desired in the 
World for years past ; (these were the Clerkship of the Conndl, of whidt 
he made so bod a, use, and the two sinecores in Jamaica he was SO afraid 
of loaingO and upoa the whcrie I do not find mj hap^nat increased. 
Periiaps, if it werv not for one cause It might tie ; liul until that cesses, it is 
in vain tliat I acquire every oilier odvanlacie, and possess the meani of 
«nu«3nent.- VoL I. p. 44- 

'Gradtlt is tkt fe^ of Leoe.' It is very well for Mr. Reeve to 
piofesE ignorance of what this cause was, but eveiy one else know* it. 
It was a marriage with Miss Stanhope, to whom he proposed thioiigh 
' Heniy De Ros,' and met with a flat refusal. 

She afterwudt martied Cbailes FitzKoy, third Lord Southamplmi. 
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Hating, frowning, granching, growling, 
Against al) and sundry howling, 
Greville sets his joyless face 
Versus all the human race. 

' Stateanea all,' he says, ' are liad !' 
'Most of them,' he thinks, 'are mad.' 
' Wellington's no politidaa I 
' Peel's, at best, a shrewd tactician ! 



'Masttfthtm, htfkinii, artmad.' 

• The CluuiceUM- aud to me—' The King is mad 1' ' VoL I. p. 346. 

' WUliie appears stem, and might pass for mad.' Vcri. I. p. 981. 

' The maddest thing of all is the Peerage conferred by WiDiam on 
Bunnen Wemnan, a disreputable half-mad woman Ihat he at one time 
mnled to man?.' VoL IIL p. 84. 

■The Tory Lords are rabid.' VoL III. p. 16, 

' Such > misenbk apolog; for thdr (the Whigs') insane violenue puts 
resson and aixumenl out of Ihe question. ' Vol. HI. p. iga. 

' Willingtim't na foUtieioM.' 

'The Duke Is a great man io Utile things, but a. lillle man in greal things 
— 1 mean in cii41 albira. His mind has not been sufficiently disdpliaed 
nor saturated wllb Itnowledge and communication with other minds, to 
enable him to be a safe and elfident leader In such times as these.' VoL II. 
p. aoj. 

To this is tacked on later, the result of what Mr. Greville calU 

n do him an In- 

The Dnke, poor man 1 being weighed, for the second time, in ' llie 
Grevillian Balance,' is (bund wanting; and his character dismissed with 
an Olympian Stetl 

'Ptett, at tat, a ikrnai lactitian.' 

' The leading ptindpIeB of Peel's poUtica] condtlct tiave been oonslantly 
ammeoiis, and bis dexterity and atdlity in supporting them have only made 
the caasequeDcei of his errors mcve extenshely pemicioiu.' Vol. II. 
P- 355- 
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SUnJ^ trifles, AlttiOTp blunders ; 
G«y and Brougham are paltiy wonders. 
Weak the first is, and the latter 
Ten times madder than ' a hatter.' 
Pabneiston's an idle dog ; 
(No more manners than a hog ;) 



'Slanliy trifits' 

• Who would belicTe they beheld the araux and st 
if lecoad, to Ped in the House of CommDiu, and on whom the destiny of 
the CouDtiy peiiiApg depends ? There he was, as if be had no thoughts but 
for the Tutf, fall of hoises, inlensl in (he lotteiy, taga, itaat, ucrisy and 
good-humoured. ' has meditans NncAS et totus in llUs." Vol It. p. 374. 

I C17 you paidon. Mess™- Greville and Reeve I Horace wrote — 
'nu£anun;' — ai yon might have seen by lelerriiig to the te»t. 

Wliat a amatterer these Journals show Mi, Gieville to have, beta, 
•nd 10 dull too. To altei anothei line, (dace quoting i* the c«dei of 
tbed^,) we may call Mr. Gieville — ''^^ sine piettite gmis.* Why 
does not ' Mr. Reeve,' in whom Mr. Gieville trusted, at least conect 
focb manifest blunders? Can it be that he too is as igDonuit ofthe 
I^n Language as his principal ? 

'Altharp tiumUrs.' 

' Eveiy body talldng yesterday of Aliliorp's eihitHiion in the House of 
Commons the night before. What a strange medley politics produce 1 A 
wretched Clerk in an Office who mates some unimportant tilunder is got 
rid of, and here is a man men of a grazia- than a statesmail, who bhiits 
out his utter ignorance before a Refonn'd I^Hiomsit, and people lift up 
didi eyes, and shrug thdr shoulders, and laugh and chuckle, and Mill on 
hegoei.' VoLIII. p. 3. 

' Cny and Breugkam anfaUry wendm.^ 

' It is veiy eitnMirdlnar; that Elari Giey should unite so much oratorical 
and Pailiamentary power with such weakness of character. He is a Iwg 
way from a great man altogether.' VoL III. p. a. 

' &x>ugham was at his tiiclcs again, lying and ahulBing, blse and then 
insolent, Emd all for no discernible end. ' VoL III. p. 933. - 

' The Duke of Buckingham was coeise, the Chancellor labid.' VoL III. 
p. 134- 

' Melbourne aeem'd not a litde struck when I said, tbefe wa* a taint of 
insanity in the Chancellor.' VoL 111. p. 137. 
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But a dog there's no deceiving, 

Eren' through the Princess lierea 

Ljmdhuisf s wdgh^ in attack ; 

With no party at his back. 

Somehow Tory Lords will look 

From the Lawyer to ' the Dake.' 

Melbourne's careless and delightftil, 

Lord John's phicky, and Brotighem fKghtAtl. 

Graham's empty, Whamdifie solid. 

Great Macaulay's hoe is stolid. 

Talleyrand speaks from bis heels ; 

(Hard to catch what he reveals 1) 

Luttrell sparkles, Holland shines 

As most folks do, where one dines. 

Tory Lords are dolts and pigs. 

Asses only capp'd by Whigs. 

Councils are the very Devil, 

Since no longer nil'd by Greville. 

Worthy of the quarter-deck, 

William's jokes no frown can check. 

Parties their own greed pursuing 

Gallop on the load to ruia 



* Grnt Itaaaili^tfau a tUKd.' 

' Macanlay'i Sgare U short, b.t, and UDgiaceful : with a round (hide 
mmMaoinK bux, and a. lisp.' VoL III. p. 338. 

'MocaulaT'i^uieuid&GsareiHbadl' VoL lU. p. 35. 

' Tallgn-and tfeaitjram hU hali.' 

' I sal b; ' TalieyTBDd ' at dlnnn', who loid nu a great deal about 
'Mlrabeaa ;' but as he had a bod cold In additioD 10 Ms tuml habit of 
pmniring watSs hom the bottomen pit of Ua noHAdt, It «U nor U ini< 
poaiible to underetand hEtn.' VoL II. p. 304. 
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Miniateis are in a fright ; — 

Though they shivering shout, ' All's right t ' 

Twttteiing in theii boots they see 

Dan O'Connell's mastery. 

And the Future's not Elysian I 

Lords and Commons in collision, 

War abroad and hate at home. 

Tottering thrones, and ' kingdom come ! ' 

"Tis indeed as prime a dish 

As a Communist could wish.' 

So Thersites once at Troy 
Wroi^ht the Grecians much annoy ; 
(Unless Father Homer lies, — ) 
Though he was of dwarfish size ; 
Scolding, fleering, misbehaving. 
All the kings and chieftains braving, 
Till Ulysses wisely rose 
And belabour'd him with blows. 

Not content with denigration 
Of all the leaders of the NsUion, 
Greville gloats o'er private scandals 
With a gravity like Handd's : 
Of cynic gossip quotes his iill ; 
Tells it all— and tells it ill I 
Meantime into the trash he pokes 
Stories stale as his own jokes; 



' St»ia ttaie at hii mm jokes' 

' Ladf Aldbotoufli cuue in the evening and flow iip to him (Muihal 
Sooll) with — ' Afa I mon cher 1 embnusei moi I ' And so, after ocaiwig iha 
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Bon-mots sorely out of point, 
Lacking neatness, pith and point ; 
Such as make one sigh and think 
On the waste tA printers' ink. 
Twaddling prose and maudlin verse ; 
The Town-Crier speaks none woree. 
Is this the journal of the Prophet ? 
If so, Reeve, print no more of it ! 



cannon'* month at Pub, he ni obUgeil lo Sue the cftnnon'i mtnith here I' 
Vol II. p. 38. 

Buming of the Open HotiH. 

' I tnul that the pinphernaJia of the beef-sleak Club petlihed with the 
rest, for the enmity I bear that Society for the dinner they gsTe me la*t 
year," VoL 1. pt 77. ^ 

'Maudlin verte.' Hii wont enemies or hii beat fiienda (fbi they 
■le apparently convertible terma) could hudly hope to Bod anythinc 
choicer, lo whet that teeth upon, than Mr. Greville'i venes. 

'MACAa 

'The welcome inmmoni heard, aronnd the board 
Each lakes hii mbI, and count! bii ivory hoard.' 
How can it be a hoard if it has jmt been purchased to gamble withf 
But SK*1 men and little poet* seldom Kick at Uifletl 

' The fickle Goddess heard one half the prayer, 
The rest was mdted into empty air.' 
Poor cribtung from Pope's ' Rape of the Lock.' 
This it one of the ttnett thing* that I can hit on in the dreaiy waste 
of Mr. Greville's Jounuds. 

' Hkongh not a spark of true poetic fire 
Beam'd at my birth or on my cradle feD.' Vol. L p. 361. 
On this we are all agreed. 
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GREVILLE BE-REEVD. 



' Doluers cniento 
DenielaceidtL' 

HOR. Episl. Book It. Line* iji, iS*- 



' I impeach Mr. Grerllle in great things as wdl u little, li*lDg and daad ; 
the Joonial* tbsl hare been pabliili'd. and the Joumab thai an yet to 
come ; the bisd that be ale and the wine that be di«iik at other people*' 
boiues, the ipltE of hii evny-daj rematks, ai>d Iba malice of bis e*enln( 

meddliiig, and betrajFing ; and I impeach the veiy atones of his mcaninwnt 
should a friend be rash enough to give him one. ' 

The challenge by Dtra Di^o Ordonet to the Governor and people of 
Zamora for barbooring the traitor VeDido, who aasasajnatad the King Dtm 
Sancho of Caitile, it beie alter'd to suit the ociasioa. From the CktvnicU 
tfttu Cid Camfmlor, bf Robert Southay. Book III. chapf- II. 

'Sirl He (Bolingbroke) was a scoundrel and a coward ; a scoundrd (or 
iliai^liK a bhindeitauis against idigion and morality ; a coward beooie be 
had no resolBtimi to Gn It himself, bulleft halfa crown toab^gaily Scotdk- 
mao (Mallet) to diaw the trigger after bis death.'— AuiK/r.t ij/r 9^ 7<''*'**"'- 
MutTsy'a Editlcai. 1S35. Vol. II. p. 15. 
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' A Squire be had wfaooe tiAnw «ai lUlf , 
That ID th' advmtare went hii luir. ' 

Hudiirai. Book I. 



r^ BHius of Charles Greville's lamp, 

Loos'd post-moTtem on the tramp ! 
I must have a word with thee I 
Hocus-pocus daunts not me. 

'Hoats-peaa datuiti not mt.' ' Mr. GrevUle ' icmirici : — 

'A Journal lobe good, and Due, and intenadng, ibooldbe Ibe tnsacript 
of • mind ihat will bear tnuiicribiiig.' Prebce. 

I viaaAa iriiether 'ib. GmiUe' would bare cocuideMd 'theac 
Jouinals ' as antwering to bu own deacriptioii, bad tber !>«*■> pUced 
before bin u the htiuliwodt tiamOibt*. 

'Tlie two leading qualities in 'Mr. Gierilla'i' mind wtfe « la*e c< nth 
- andjiuficc.' Prefiue, page 8. 

Many, come np * Mr. Kmtb t ' Voa cmld hardly hare ventured 
on m itatenient mote likely to be difcuued ; oi thowing, that however 
long the pedod nuijr have been dnrii^ which 'Mr. Reeve' was 
acqnamted with 'Mr. Greville,' he, 'Mr. Reeve,' bad seen bat the 
bdtday dde of Uni. Now I, wbo knew Mr. GieviUe laog befete 
Mr. Reeve, and have seen and studied him under dicunutancei of 
which Mi. Reeve must neceuarily b^ enlitelj ignorant, (fca what an 
the twenty-five jreai* Mr, Reeve detcdbei m the length of his own 
tctber, to the thirty-five or brty to which I can refer?) have coom t» 
altogether a conliadictory conduiion. 

'Ht. GreviUe'had no specul legerd for truth. Nay more, be wai 
at any time moit coovcnientlj prepared to disregard it, wbea it Kood 
in the way of his own interests, paMions, oi cupidity. I speak btm 
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Neither voice nor hideous shape ; — 
Come as giant ! come as ape I 
Come with hair oixay brute 1 
Come as Greville's sabsdtute ! 
I will ask thee questions many ; 
Canst thou truly answer any t 
In the Court of Public taste 
(Conscience were indeed misplac'd), 
Listen to indictment grave ; 
Thou fidodaiy slave 1 

Crier. 

' Oh I yes I Oh, yes f 
Hear alt and sundiy ! you good people, 
Who know a shot-tower from a steeple; 



porillve finowtedgc ind witb overwhelming proof at mj command, 
were I challei^ed to produce it. 

Neither can ' Mr. Greville ' be taid (wiA any show of correctneM) 
lobave been 'a jnst man;' tot be tlMnyi eonnilted las own inteitsti 
in tbe filBt place, and then worked for his friends with an enthasiaMi 
p rop o ni on'd to the baidaesi of Ihdr caose. In short (l&e an able but 
aMKnipnlona advocate) he put all his power into the scale of wrong, 
•ad monoKi it alway> teaned as if iie did it advisedly. 

Hub ctnioui noial obltqnitf <£ visicm so grew npon him at lait, 
that it became part of bis idiosTiiciacy ; and fonnibed hia friends (or 
M leatt the pecrple who nucht have been his friends) with a standing 
fiib of jokes and titter. 'Mr. Reeve' eonld hardly be ignorant of this, 
)t he bad lived, (*ridclt he did not,) in tbe Society moat competent to fonn 
a cefiect judgment of the tdie dHnaet of his idcj. 

' I have sought to pnbUsfa nothing which could give paia or oanayaDce 
» poiou stfll alive. ' ' Reeve's ' Prcftce, page 9. 

TUi b ■ stnnge statement I Tbe three volmnea yon have puUiAeA 
eontradict yon ; and yet yoo promise to write on. 
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And wisely guess that Peace don't flow 
In&llibly from ' Pope Nono ! ' 
For 'tis to such we make appeal 
As soundly judge, and rightly feel. 

INDICIHENT. 

' Inasmuch as ' Hetuy Reeve ' 
Did a certain book receive, 
Quite unfit for puMication ; 
And forgetting his high station, 
Did — by prompting of the Devil, 
Or — (what's much the same thing) Greville, 
Knowingly, and wittin^y, 
Utter filth and ribaldry ; 
' 'Gsunst the peace — (whate'er that mean), 
Of our Sovereign Dame The Queen ; 
And what Crown and dignity 
Reforms have left her — (by-the-bye); 
And did — in editing a hog, 
Prove himself a shallow dog ; 
Giving English a foul wrench. 
And entirely spoiling French ; 

'Civiiig BiigliiKafeidmrtiiek,' 

' 1 told la EauAntf—foa vMl blow Qua bmiiieM over, ik^nt fcni 
Vol II. page So. 

• If Canning wai alive now.' VoL IL p. 49. 

' If Ihe Home of Commoni HLe animali that have once tailed Uood 
orar txtniia tnch powei aa thii ii wUl nsvct reit till it iat acquir'di' Ac 
VoL ri. p. 961. 

Do 'Hi. Gterille'Mid 'Hr. Reeve' both fiMget that the won! 'if' 
doei not govem the indicative 7 

'An Indiao whMe boat wu moot'd to Ibe shore wm making km lo iba 
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And did from Keaisley steal the glojy 
Of 1 certain famous story ; 
Beddes berouddling and bemeOiDg 
Several othos id the telling ; 
And did lately print the same ; — 
Without any fear of shame. 
Let him now hold up his hand 
In the dock where he doth stand ; 
And show cause by yea, and nay, 
Why he should escape this day. 

wUeofaiwdierladlui; the hmbatid came iqion them unBwim : Atjmnp'd 
into the boat wboi ibe ptlcr cnl the cords, uid txfore lu oould sene the 
paddle was already in the rapidi ; («riifcfa of them was it ^ H* exerted all 
Us force t ^'jicatB binuelf from peril, but findiiig his eSbrtl vaio.'&cAc. 
Vol I. p ■.8. 

Nov, can an; one say, wbethei it be the husbaod <n tbe lover 
la which this Itrii^ of Wi applies ? 

'Atid didJraiH Ktanl^ ittal tin ^»ry,' 'Bfi. Eeeve' says in a 
note lefeniDg to ' Feter Paul MetbtKD, H.P. bt Wiltshire,'— 

'It was to him that 'O'Coimd' made the taenwnble leUft :— ' Paul t 
Paul I whjr persecutest tliou me?" V^ III. p. 65. 

Now, (u all tbe worid but 'Messn. Gievilte and TUe*e' well 
Icnew) it wat not ' O'Coimell * hat 'Keanley' tbe Member for Wigan, 
who made this, the best retort, probably, that was eret utter'd within 
the walls of the Hotue of Commoiu. It convulsed the House with 
laughter for a longer space than had ever been known to be the run of 
a Parliametitaiy joke. 

' Keanl^ ' (who was a diamottd in the rot^h) said later od, very 
nearfy as good a thing 00 tbe hustings at Wigan, to his opponeot 
'Mr. Standish ' who (in the slang of tbe day,) pioteised himself ' ready 
to go tbe whole hog.' 

'My honourable opponent,' said he, 'says, he will go the whole 
hog.' I can readily believe it, for be look) it too.' Tbeie was an 
accuracy in the eritidam that showed what a ready wit Keaisley had ; 
and from that moment, do one could listen to 'Slandish' without 
thinking of ' Kearsley.' 
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Reeve Hem; I I like not thy chance ! 
God gnat thee good deliverance t * 

The Attornev General (Sir PLAvruL Platituds). 
' U'Lud ! and gentlemen of the Jury I 
I shall be brieC I do assure ye. 
This ' Henry Reeve,' on base pretence 
That none are guil^ of thence 
Who do not write, — but only edit, — 
Has plac'd to one ' Charles Greville's ' credit 
A book of pestilent example : — 
Of which these extracts are a sample. 

EXTRACTS FROU JOURNALS. 

' < Btcaust her daughters kUid at Kem. 
What dse, God bless 'em, should they do ? 
Queen Charlotte was in such a rage; — 
(When told by some eaves-dropping page,) 
As very nearly brought on spasms 
Beyond the reach of cataplasms.' 

'King George the FburOis an odina beast I ■ 
Selfish, and spoil'd, to say the least 
Neglects bis duties, and is mad — 
(The ChancTlor says) and very bad 1 ' 

•Btaam ktr Jangkttri tiifd al Kew.' 

'Queen Chariotte's niiieu wai occaiioaed hf the Ducbestet ot Cam- 
btidge and Cumboluul baTing met and emtmced. Sie wai In mch a lage 
that the qaam was biaughl on, and ihe was veiy near dying.' VoL I. p. > 

'JCitig Gtorge tk* PaurtJii an edioMi btait.' 

■The Chancellar said to me. 'The ^1 i*, beif nudl Tbefactlt. be 
b a tpiuled odioui beast.' VoL L p. a^ 
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'King Wiliiam wta vbseurt encugk I 
None offer'd him a pinch of snufF 
For forty years — nor car*!! about him ; 
And at thdr dinners, did without hira ; 
Till George the Fourth died one fine Spring 
And William finds himself a Kin^' 

' Queen Adelaide is vastly plains 
And of her skin need not be vain 1 
I wonder ' Howe ' in love can be 
With such a spotted Majesty ! ' 

' When WiUiam/eund the Throne his priu. 
Elated by the sudden rise 
To Hanwell's shades he nearly pasi'd, 
At ' sixty-iive ' a King at last 
And though he shortly sober'd down 
To state more fitting for a Crown, 
Something of black-guard still was he ;— 
Mix'd up with more buffoonery.' ' 

'KingWilHam wai etscan tnfitig/t I' 

•NCTerwBsanyelemllon like thai ot King WDHaoi, Nobod)' erer in- 
*lted Um into tbdr house, or thought it maaaaij to honour him with aaj 
auik of attention or leapect ; and so he went oa for forty yean.' 

' Quern Adilaidi U vastly pMn.' 

'The Qoeoi U very ugly, with a honid compIexitKi, but has good 
nuoDen.' VoL II. p. 7. 

'Wktn William found the Tlmme lUi prise.' 

• WHiam the Fointh was « man who, coming to (be thmw at the age of 
dx^-fiv«, WHS 50 exalted by the aaaltalion tfa«t ke meariy want mad. Bad 
tbongh be vaa sbortly sobered down iota more becoming haUts, be always 



budboo.' VoL III. p. 410. 



3 by Google 



GREVILLE BE-REEV'D. 

' I put it, Gentlemen, to you, — 
(E'en if such ribaldry were true ; ) 
Is it for this a knave engages 
When he wears livery, and takes vages 
As Council's Clerk — (where even he 
Is duly sworn to secrecy,) 
Brimful of blunders, sjdeen, and rage. 
Spy, traitor, eaves-dropper and page, 
To note all down with spite diurnal, 
In what he calls — ' his private Journal 7 ' 
And what are we to say of ' Reeve ' 
The Registrar 7 shall he deceive 
Another Age by shallow ruse 
Of Editorial excuse ? 
For every sneer without a name, 
For evciy libel — ' Reeve's ' to blame ! 
For every blunder that has slipp'd 
Into the text, ' Reeve ' should be whipp'd I 
For every batch of denigrations 
That he parades widi annotations, 
For every lut^ at private worth 
That he thinks fit to marshal forth. 
For friends betra/d in language curt, 
And hist'ry tum'd to hetq> of dirt, 
For gout confess'd, and made vivacious 
In language jaundic'd and loquacious. 
Who shall we blame ? Why not the fool 
That recreant writ these things by rule, 
With fixed intention to deceive ; 
But his lieutenant 'Mr. Reeved' 
As well might he produce in print 
And say — ' His part were nothing in't ; 
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Post-mortem memoiis of Miss Harriet ' 
Wilson, or Journals of Iscariot 
Pleading like PiUte, 'By-the-bye 
I'm not responsible I not 1 1 ' 
The book's a mess of filth and stories 
Directed 'contra bonos nuves.' 
And 'tis a sign the Public's hung'ring 
Unduly afta scandal-mong^ng, 
And upon gaibage must be fed ; — 
When such a book is bought and read ! 
But I must to the filth once more, 
And plunge again though sick and sore. 

'And what, I ask, is Editor 
Who don't know French or English for ? 
Twere easy to have clear'd the tent 
(In grammar's meshes much perplex'd,} 
And made an ' if decline widi thanks 
To rule indicatory pranks. 
And spell'd the name of man and place 
Without incurring fi^sh disgrace. 

' SflU'd tht Homt of man and plact,' 

"Ruodd' Is dead. He has left llie boUc of hii pmieRr to a idu of 
[be name of NeaL' Vol I, p. 90. 

A caieM Edito would have enqntr'd, and written — 'Neeld' (tbe 
name of Rnndell's nephew). Truly 'Reeve' upon 'Gceville' ii not 
altogether a» likely lo be consider'd good authoii^ as — 'Colce upon 
Littleton ; ' and with reason. 

'Atlast Mr. -Walkley.' VoL I. p. 376. 

'Mr. Wakley' (a mob oialor and Coroner for Middlesex,) who 
flatter'd himself that he had made himself at but ootorious, if not 
famous, would have objected to having the orthography of his name 
garbled after this fashion, and would have enjoy'd sittiog upon ' Messrs. 
Greville and Reeve ' in more ways than one. Probably the name ii 
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Why cftK ' Reroouleur,' (one we find 

Whose business is knives to grind,) 

' Remontleur,' name none ever heard of^ 

Nor any Doctor says a word oT, 

And grossly scurrilous apply 

' Slockbead' and 'ass ' to low and high ? 

mitten coiiectly in the MSS., ind tbi* ii another of 'Mr. Reere's' 
blunders. 'CharlnGrevillc' could ncrer have made 10 grou a im»t*k«. 

'The Khig paid me three hundred pounda iac 'Gtrdi^teH' the late 
DnkeofYock'ijockej.' VoL IL p. 50. 

The King did no such thins ' ' ^''- Gteville ' hftt quite enough to 
answer for beside these ignorant mistakes of his Editoi. The man's 
name was 'Goodison,' (a celebrated joclce;). This Mr. GreviUe well 
knew, and moreovei, no donbt, wrote it. 

^tVhy tall "^ Rtm«tiUtir' tns vitfindV 

• The head of the ' lemontteur ' is the only good thing I ba*e Men.' 
VoL I. p. 30a 

V/hjinoi sa; 'remonleur,' 'Hr. Reeve I' and make jrour man write 
French, if he can do nothing else? 

' Blockh^d and ast la lam and high.' 

' Lord W^nchilsea makea an ao of himself, and would like 10 be sent to 
the Tower, but nobody minds what such a bloidliead says.' VoL 1. p. 163. 

So bi &om this being true, the Doke of Wellington minded it so 
much that he sent him a challenge to fight a. duel ; which took place 
on the aiit March, 1829, in Battersea Fieldi, in the presence of Sir 
Heni7 Hardinge, and Lord Falmouth, their respective seconds. After 
the first exchange of shots Sir Heniy propot'd a second, although 
Lord Winchilsea had fir'd in the air. To this proposal Lord Win- 
cbilsea replied that ' he should be happy to meet Sir Henry Hardinge 
then and there, but he would not fire at the Duke.' This not bring 
•iBctly what Sir Henry wanted, the proposition came to nothing. 

In after life the Duke and his opponent were upon most friendly 
lerms; and Lord Winchilsea's second wife was the Duke's niece, 
MUa Emily Bagot, of whom Mr. GreviUe says in one of his milder 

'The Queen's stall (at (he Baiaai tn Hanover Square) was held by 
Ladies Howe and DenlMgh, with her three prettiest Maids of Honour, Miss 
Bagot dress'd like a soubrelle, and looking like an angel.' Vol. II. p. 383. 
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And make Prince Mettemich talk French 

Unworthy of a kitchen wench? 

Meanwhile the libellist disclfums 

The dirty job of calling names ; 

And says, — ' His Journal's no receptacle 

For making of his friends a spectacle ; 

' To daf that 1X9 Lord Londondenj brings oos motion tboot Belghim.' 
VOL II. p. iSo. 

' Tbe Toriei, idiots and asses as the; vcre, never discorering thai 
' i-anning ' w3S their best friend, himted him to death.' Vol. IL p. tSa 

' There has beim what Is call'd B great Protestant MeeCing at Dubhn, at 
wbicli Lord Vi^nchil^ea was latroduc'd to the Orangemen, uid made one 
of them. It was great in one way, for there were a greal many foots.' 
Vol IIL p. 133. 

It naa upon this occasion that Lord Wincbilsea intioduc'd the way 
of cheering call'd 'the Kentish fire,' now so well Icnown in Ireland ; 
which will no donht survive when Mr. Grerille's name is forgotten. 

' Uirwarthy of a Mtcheniomthr 

'n n'y &ut plus penser/said Prince Mettemich — teste Gi«ville. 
Prince Mettemich said nothing of the sort ; for he could talk French 
correctly if he could do nothing else I If he really said anything that 
could be construed into Ihe twaddle imputed to him, he doubtless said 
— ' II ne but plus y penser.' And these are the botchers ('Greville and 
Reeve ') who claim to possess the key of secret history I 

^Says hiiJeumaTi tu> rece^acle.' 

'1 have an htvindble repugnance.' says Mr. GrerlUe, 10 making my 
HSS. Books the receptacles of scandal, and handing dawn to posterity the 
private faults, and follies, of my friends, acquaintance, and associates.' 
VoL II. p. IS. 

Who would suppose, after reading this Bourishing account of his 
own innocence, that the late Duke of Richmond was one of Charles 
Greville's friends and bene&ctors, and that they were at one time 
'tadng confederates?' Greville too, having the run of the booie at 
Goodwood to the end of his ill-spent life ; though doubtless he con* 
tributed little to the hilarity of the evenings, or the respectalnliqr of 
the company. 

' He (the Duke of Richmond) happens to have bts wits, socfa as dieyace, 
about him, and has been quick and neat in one or two little speeches. Last 
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Or handing down to later tune^ 

Their &ults, tbeii follies, and their crimes.' 

If this be sooth, God save us all I 

Let* s pniy that nothing worse be&H I 

But Keeve in privy chest has got 

(He darkly hints,) another lot 

Of spicier and more modem lies. 

That will make gossips rub their e)Ks. 

Such as will shiivd up like scroll 

Blasted by fire, the reader's soul, 

year, on tba wool quesdon. he did tttj well, but all the details wb 
for him by George Bentlnck, who look the trouble He li well ' 
nml afbira, has a certain calibre of imderataiulinf, li prejodlced, 
■ninded, illiteiBte, good-humouc'd, unaffected. — tedious, prolix, 
•nd a Duke.' VoL I. p. aoo. 

What a vipei these fnends oF his were nncoiudon^ 



' Lord Lontdale, (he Duke of Rutbnd (anotber Mend in whose house 
Mr. GreriDe was always welcome,] and the Duke of Cleveland, (a jobbing 
and imscnipiiknit but > vr^ able man,) are among the most insigiiifiont 
cf mankind: tmt (h«7 acquire bctitioos consideniliaa Iqr the inflaence thej 
possess to do good or evil.' Vol II. p. 37. 

' BnUei (the Senior Gak of the Cooiidl] is dead. He was a toy 
honourable, obUging, and ttupid man, and a great loss to me,' Vol. II. 

He probably took most of the work off 'Mr. Grerille's' hands; 
iriiich enabled that worthy to gad about racing. In return for this, 
Mr. Grerille dubs hitn ' stupid ; ' and perhaps he was. 

'BiU Rum h> pney dutt Mat gat.' ' Hr. Reeve ' says of Chaile* 



' As the author adranced in life, his narratlTe Increased in latoe, (qose, 
mum?) and the most Important pan of it is that which must be at present 

Pleawnt news this. More faiends bedevilled. Sauce e*en hotter. 
Sr«"^'i has gathered coofideDCC^ and en*;, hatied, and malice, like old 
■ine, have improved by keeping. Truly ' Ut. Gieville's ' fiienda have, 
as agieeable prospect of deferred bm* befbie ttaem. 
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And leave hini staggering in the waste, 
Helpless, astonish'd, and disgiac'd. 
Such as vill, — but indictments &ul t 
Where aie ye, pilloiy, and caif s tail 7 
Tinge beauty's cheek with blushing red, 
And make a man curse Grevilte dead ; 
Who studiously degrades each act, 
And leaves no character intact, 
And envious of all fair renown. 
Vexes e'en her who wears the Crown. 
A Ghoule must leave the feast perforce, 
To batten on a tainted corse ! 
A Maniac in his maddest mood 
Will snatch a meal off fouler food. 
But Greville's name the schedule ends, 
Who daily din'd off devill'd friends. 

' Tis hard to say, where both are vile, 
Which brother moves us most to bile. 
And I profess I never had 
A task more like to drive one mad 

' Vtxtt itn her nh« wtars th< cmwn' 

■We, {ttaeDokeofWeUiiwtoiiaDd'C. GreviUe'] then talked abouE the 
Dncheuc^ Kent, and I asked him 'irtiy iheset herself in opposition to the 
Couit?' He laid— -Sir John Conroyms her advber; thathe wss rare of 
it.' 'What he then told me throw* muw light tipon her jQ hamaw and 
dbpl>y» her wiong-headedntw, ' Vol II. p. igo. 

People may believe just as much oi as little of this scandal as 
they please ; aflcT all we have only Hr. Greville's woid Ibi iL And if 
die Duke did say it, it wu a scandalous breach oT nnwaiy confidence 
to make tach an entiy in a journal intended lor fiitiire pnUicatioD. - If 
lomeof Mr. Greville's frienda could get him into a comer of tbe Elynaq 
fields, he would have a hot dnw of it 
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'Reeve' takes the credit, 'Charles' th' offence, 
But ' Reeve ' professes innocence 
'Charles' spits his venom (being dead,) 
But ' Reeve ' won't suffer in his stead. 
And yet he smirks, and profits too 
By selling what ' Charies ' could not do, 
Were he to answer in the flesh 
For all his libels, stale and fresh. 

' The bias of the Age we live in 
Is all for scandal and pain-giving. 
Each knave that spits his purpos'd sptte, 
Does it, i' faitfa, for trutb and right ; 
And holds commission straig^ from Heaven 
In every loaf to mix his leaven ; 
And where he recognises worth, 
Wth antidotes to lard the earth. 

' What man so trusty and high-[dac'd. 
Who may not safely be disgrac'd, 
And made to chew by subtle press 
The poison'd cup of bitterness ? 
Until he die "neath punctures smart, 
like ' Canning,' of a broken heart ; 
Or mesh'd like Gulliver, and bound 
By puny stakes and ropes to ground. 
In helpless gianthood begin 
To wince at darts much less than pin. 

' Since hostile meetings were suppress'd. 
And none fight now for deed or jest, 
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His Honour with a finer hand 
Of clownish license pui^d the land? 
Or geneious niceties of taste 
The rot^ redress of anns replac'dP 
Hardly, we think, — when every week 
Brings news of some be&r-fighting freak ; 
And vulgar libels, writ to sell, 
Crowd newspapers and stalls as well ; 
Tickling the groundling's prurient ears 
With Billingsgate relea^d from feais. 
Twas this impunity which nibb'd 
The shameless pen iriien Munray fibb'd ; 
And fruitfril in a thousand ways, 
Delng'd the World with ' coming K — s.' 
' Silleads,' ' Jon Doans,' and the like. 
Such as men print who sneak and strike. 
And now — all platitudes of hate 
In Greville's Journals culminate. 

' Well ! Who was he that ever rude 
With flouts and scorn mankind pursued ? 
A Chinese Joss, a Dutch-built Dagon, 
As fiill of worship as ' Moll Flagon.' 
A man who never had a friend 
He did not turn to some bad end. 
A pomp political, as mean 
As any other go-between. 

'71U ikamtltti frm nhm Murrt^ JOiVd: See— The filca of 'the T 
Qaeen't Meneiq^.' 

' A pimp ftlHical, at vutw.' 

' In eonwquence of what poss'd between Lyndhunt and me cooceming 
'tbe Timet,' I made Henry de Rtn send Tor Ekune*.' Vol. III. p. 155. 
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Ready to steal his comrade^s wire, 
Or paint his poitiait to tiie life, 
With larger type And btocket t^int . 
Than ' Warren's blacking' e'er had in't 
Yet ' Reeve,' stout innocent, approves 
The candour of the sage be loree, 
He bids us kiss the diasfnuig tod, 
Reform back-shdings, and that^ God 
Who rais'd so competent a Judge 
lo Israel — to point a grudge. 
Meanwhile all honest folk proclaim 
The matter foul, the taste to blame, 
The stories prosy, and ill-told, 
The jokes exceeding bad, or old ; 
The Journals tiresome, sour, and fretful. 
Of Satan's snarls a vicious net-fiiU, 
Models for dotards, at a pinch, 
Who take an ell when given an inch. 
Difluse, pretentious, flat as well. 
But cynical, and bound to sell. 

'Ah I potent lust of sordid gain I 
Be«de thee, all things else are vaia 

' Tbejr (Uie d^qr peers that met at Apile; House) kept thdr resolutkmi 
a protound secret, but oi I knev what they were on Fiidkf laotBiag, I went 
10 Metbonnw and told bint.' Vol III. p. 308. 

Good dog 1 Mr. Greville ! Good d<^ t Sir Panduiu of Tro; could 
Dot have done it better. 

'YeModa; BMchdor (George the Fourth's cUel page) came and tat 
with me tor on hour, tiling me all sorts of details conoenung the interior ot 
Windsor and St. James.' Vol I. p. 906. 

BalcbeloT at one Une wa« in the Duke tS Yoik'» service, and so 
came under Mr. Gr«villc's thumb. 

VOL. lit L 
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AtnbitioD is the game td UxAs, 

It blights the world, and blunts the tools. 

Lore is a fren^ of the heart, 

Learning snperfluoua, — and Art 

A desperate Jack-o'-Lantem chase 

Where vtsj f^w win name or place. 

Law, phjreic, lit^ature, are traps 

Baited b7 hope to catdi mis-haps ; 

But gain, sweet gain, presents no ill ! 

Little or big it pleases still 

Whether you soar "hove Condor's rang^ 

And thimble-rig the knaves ' on 'Change,' 

Or robbing on in sure but stale way, 

Finance a Nation or a Railway, 

Or without genius to invent 

Retire on bills, and 'cent per cxml' 

Gain is a ready source of [Measure 

That only varies in the measure. 

And as some knaves that sweat the coin 

To-day, to-morrow will ctmjcMn 

In syndicate that's good for millions, 

And reaches billions, and trillions ; — 

Then melt a Nation's coinage down 

In twenty pounds to gain a crown. — 

So nothing is too big or little, 

Too hot, too heavy, or too brittle, 

For canny folks to try their hand in. 

So long as profit they may land in. 

'In twrntyfoundt ffgaim a ovum.' 

'Prom Infoinntloa I b«ve ncetved, I mItIk tbe C«fnui» to look afur 
Itasir (Did Marc cumnc;.' 
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Vespasuui's nose did not detect 
The flavour of a coin suspect, 
Then why should any scent displease 
That faii'd to make Augustus sneeze? 

' Of gain's wnnipotence convinc'd, 
Reeve has not turn'd aside nor ninc'd, 
By conscience prick'd, in any page 
Of these dull Journals' acreage ; 
And therefore we must punish him 
In the r^ht way to make things trim, 
By ' argumentum ad crumenam,' 
He sinn'd for profit ! — dabit poenam ! 
And 'li, as I'm compell'd to hear, 
He's made at least a thousand clear 
Out of the property, we shall 
Confiscate it to Hospital 
Destin'd (if such perchance thrae be) 
For ills more foul than leprosy, 
More liill of torment than ' King Herod's,' 
Or Philistines smit with ' eraerods.' 

'This I demand of you I — but first, 
Like recreant knight with arms levers'd. 
And broken svord, and banner torn. 
And cognizance of honour shorn, 
And golden spurs hack'd from his heels. 
Amid mob-laughter's jeering peals ; 
Let him lose salary, rank, and place, 
To which he has attach'd disgrace ! ' 
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The great <^ Platitude' wu (bimb; 
The Public rais'd ftpproTing hmn. 
The Judge— Kaa Judges often do) 
Look'd qiitiefult and deeundedr^' Who 
Were in contempt, for he'd commit 'em, 
And Older 'em a <^ to fit 'em, 
If any one would point 'em out?' 
But here — he wisely paus'd in doubt 
Complaisant smil'd the 'legal bunch,' 
And afterwards they went to lunch. 
Retum'd once mor^ they look'd for sport 
And learned silence fiU'd the Court 

Doctor Mumcuancb, Q.C. 

' My Lord I and Gentlemen I My Client 
With duty may have been compliant, 
But 85 for any other ends, 
Or helping ' Charles ' to damn his friends, 
I tell you fiurly, I am sure 
Bandusia's fount was not more puT& 
What man who knows lum will believe 
Lucre will weigh with ' Mr. Reeve ' ? 
No, 'tis his sturdy sotse of honour, 
That tiAving to'en the task upon her. 
Impatient dash'd through thick and thin. 
Tot ' editing ' is not a sin t 
And wfaM's a fool ot two run down, . 

li, by'the-bye, we save the Crown ? 
And brighter than the morning star. 
Show Statesmen up for what they are? 
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I take my stand, as still I must, 
On the fiduciary trust. 
The Journals are perhaps a craw-fiill, 
But editing the same is lawful. 
For as detectives in plain clothed 
The practices of rogues expdse, 
And sometimes even join the gang, 
The better to convict and hang ; 
So treachery expands to merit 
When treated in becoming spirit. 

• My learned friend calls Greville ' tout 
And pimp ' — ^hard words — he but found out 
In secret, from who best could tell, 
The dirty tales none blew so well. 
Instead of breeding such a quarrel, 
' Charles ' ought to stand bewreath'd with laurel 
.In every square and market-place, 
Model of wisdom as of grace. 
Tis false to say he was — ' Dutch-built ! ' 
Apollo with his torso gilt. 
With less of majesty bestrode ' 
The entrance to the ' Port of Rhode.' 
And if he were by ' Lyfidhurst ' sent 
To post up ' Barnes ' in what was meant, 



■ Oi^ le sMtd itwraUk'd vHih lOmni.' I hope that this took and 
otben may pierent it i but notcaietf now-a-days cams statue*, at well 

'EMltatut t» tit ftft ef Rkedi.' The Docloi like bis client takei 
Ubertie*, wben it inits him, with Ihe Ei^tish lan^iage. 
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And bring him into nice accord ; 

Sure — ' gobetween ' is not die word, 

But mod'ralor, or benefactor, 

Phyncian, counsel, or chief actor. 

His French, for anything I know, 

Charles Greville may have leam'd 'atte Bowe," 

Which doubtless serv'd him well enough 

To slash upon hie English stuff. 

The book has cut a first-rate dash 1 

But, as for giving up the cash, 

My learned friend sure must be joking ! 

The bare proposal sets me choking. 

As well might I my ' honorarium,' 

Or Brighton owners of Aquarium 

The shillingE eam'd by Octopus ! 

Fie ! fie ! Tis envy makes thb fuss. 

' Reeve's ' got, what othet^ wish were their's, 

A property m^ht sell in shares. 

Shall he lose crispness, point, and force, 

Because some things are reckon'd coarse ? 

And several tales, as hisfry true. 

In their last dotage pass for new ? 

' No, surely ! that would be admitting 
' Reeve ' a bad judge of things befitting;. 
Doth he not edit a Review 
By Jefiiey clad in buff and blue. 
That still hath pull'd the Country through ; 

: Prologur , ^ Whiltini 
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When many fainted, and fou^t shy, 

The Polar Star of Whiggery ? 

And shall he basely lose through 'Inches,' 

The right those patriots won by snatches. 

To make their enemies the f(tod 

Of slander for the common good ? 

The notion's pestilent and crude I 

What means a Journal, if not rude, 

And checking at the highest flights? 

Tis thus we put the world to rights. 

To you I tum^-you're stout and fearless. 

As ' Greville ' and his ' Reeve ' are peerless ; 

And confident I look to you 

To ratify the book as true : 

The gossip pleasant, and the prattle 

The very cream of tittle-tattle. 

The judgments apposite though strong ; 

Such as men give who hate the wrong ; 

And will not swerve fixim public ends. 

For faults, for fancy, or for frioids.' 

But here the Judge awoke, and nodded. 
And loiA'd like owl, or law embodied. 
And dutch'd his wig and shook his ermine. 
As well-bred terriers do vermin ; 
And next proceeded to address 
The Jury, with some pithiness. 

Judge. 
' If you, ' Sir Platitude,* believe 
Youll find a verdict agunst Reeve, 
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And if you're guided by ' Mumchaqoe ' 
Youll give it t'other way, petduuce. 
One says — the Journal's fiill q' knavery ; 
The other, that ' it's sweet and sarouTy.' 
I leave the knot^ point to you ; 
You're swom to give a verdict true 
According to die evidence. 
And English Law <A Common Sens*. 
And further— you must now decide 
Whether a living man shall hide, 
And make a stalking-horse, of head 
And tutpiece of another dead, 
And laws defy, and substance win, 
Pleading a < trust ' to save his skin.' 

The Jury, that had long deui'd, 
With patience that should be admir'd. 
To make an end of all this fooling 
And car'd not two-pence for the mlin^ 
Stout burghers rough and orthodox, 
Dedin'd at once to leave the box ; 
And anxious for an early start. 
Brought < Keeve ' in — ' guilty art and part' 
And through their foreman crav'd of grace, 
That he forthwith should lose his place, 
And utterly defil'd the dust 
Of the 'fiduciary trust' 
Then said v— ' Let Editors look in't, 
And ponder long before they print, 
Or they may find their gracious ears 
Trinun'd by the common hangman's shears I 
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L'Envoi. 

The trial's o'er, the cause is won ! 
' Reeve ' is degraded and undone; 
The Court of Conscience has endors'd, 
In shape not like to be deforced , 
The verdict of the common feeling, 
'Gainst which, I think, there's no appealing. 
And here I thank the good grey-goose 
Whose qmll has punished this abuse 
Of confidence and secrecy, 
Friendship, good faith, and honesty. 
But should rash stimulants inflate 
The lively ' Reeve ' to fresh debate, 
I trust that he may come pmvey'd 
With somewhat of a keener blade ; 
And not be redolent at once 
Of bully, scavenger, and dunce. 
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PREFACE. 



T N these prodigious times, when every thing 
Figures reversed, from Journalist to King, 
When every power, from Emperor to Pope^ 
Cries out for what will hang 'em all — 'more rope I ' 
When beaks as senseless as the world e'er saw, 
(Beyond the reach of wit, and rule, and law,) 
like Egypt's hailstones in great storms descend, — 
Till wisdom breathless ask — Where will it end? 
When ' Peace at all price,' is the cry of some, 
And ' Mutual Trust ' and ' Fiuth's MJUetuium,' 
While others sallying from the frozen North, 
With ' Thor's own hammer ' in their hands burst forth ;- 
When wars and horrid rumours load the sky. 
And ' States of Siege ' make game of liberty ; 
When ev'ry land-maik is by force displac'd, 
And wise old saws are utterly disgrac'd ; 
When knaves on thrones, b^gars on horseback sit, 
Alike conspicuous for their want of wit ; 
When Free Assemblies torn by party strife. 
Clutch at the shadow to forget the life, 
The life of Nations — that means more, no doubt, 
Than < this Fool in a place and f other out ; ' 
When every righteous tie that binds a man, 
And every law dnce this strange world began. 
Cut down like com before the sickle, pales, — 
And all their cunning earth's chief masters fails ; 
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While looking on sits England's palled form 
That mocks at Fate, and gibbers in the stoim ; — 
Shall I not lift my mice? Ktaax were dumb 
The vei; stones would raise a threaf ning hum I 
The very ghosts of those who whilom bore 
Britannia's banner a8£e from sbcoe to shor^ 
Would burst the tomb and gathming od the brink. 
Mock at their pony sons iriio pause to thaik. 

Ye reckless cHange-mongen who deem it praise 
To leave the straight and follow crooked ways ! 
Whose song must ever end as it begun 
In prophecies of Peace where Peace is none I 
Behold youi handiwork I nay more, behold 
The robber gloating o'er your cheiish'd gold I 
Into the tottering scale his sword he flings ; — 
Another lesson on the faith of Kings, 
Another warning for the fools who doat. 
Another crime for history to quote : 
For wol^ at heart, when passion blows the flame. 
Savage or civiUs'd man's still the same. 

And what broi^ht England to this piteous pl^t, 
So ready once in a good cause to fight ? 
Insensate blindness, and the cockoo cry 
Of Peace disaim'd, and mad Economy ! ' 
With eveiything to lose, and nought to gain. 
The prudoit few lifted their voice in vairL 
When to destruction in great mobs men mn 
Who shall arrest the wOd stampedo ? None I 
Behold your work, Ptnlanthtopy I and then 
Smile, an ye list, you ' Peace-at-all-price ' men ! 
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'Twas by your arts, your din from day to dity, 
You stole the wits of Englishmen away : 
FuU'd down our trusty bulwarks stone by stone, 
And left us powvless, friendless, and alone 

The days once were, when England's worth could give 
Strength to the slave, and bid the hopeless live ; 
From wasted limbs the shackle-bolts withdraw 
The lamp of Freedom, and the Queen of Law. — 
But times are chang'd, the dreary lust of pelf 
Blinds her old eyes to aught but dirty self : 
Astonish'd Nations with the tidu^ ring, 
And see a pedler where ^ey hail'd a king. 
And now ! — Got wot ! — but how shall I forecast 
The dreary weird that mutters in the blast ? 
Driven from her stormy Empire on the Main, 
England may drag, — perhaps may hug a chain I 
And why ? Because, like other ' wittols born,' 
The sword she drew not ere she blew the horn 1 

So long as man shall breathe the breath of life, 
So long as differences shall end in strife. 
So long as Diplomats, in conjuring caps. 
Shall bluster, threaten, and at last collapse, 
So long as right shall be the butt of scorn, 
When once the conquering sword be fairly drawn, 
So long as optimists shall rule the State ; — 
Nations will start up from their dreams too late, 
Surpris'd, bewilder'd, in their homes to feet. 
That empty words can never match with steel. 

Ye curs'd empirics who with one vile pill 
Cure States, like country louts, of every ill ; 
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Whose nauseous drugs by cunnii^ silver'd o'er. 
For all their tinsel promise, stink the more ; 
Now strength, position, prestige, all are gone, 
And to the gulf weVe fairly stumbled on, 
Too proud to hesitate, too dull to learn, — 
To you the Country shall in vengeance turn ! 
With all your fulsome talk, and feckless hands. 
Alone, before the world disami'd, she stands. 

And shall we mend the failures all admit 
By Cardwell's nisdom, or by Childers' wit 7 
Shall the bewildei'd countiy tamely note 
The graceless pranks of ' charlatans ' afloat ? 
While one our anny, one our navy guide, 
By rules the jest of all the world beside ? 
No I not though Gladstone, from ' his Gods ' returning. 
Should take to fiddling while our London's burning ; 
Or Lowe compute in weighty words and grave, 
By ' non-resistance ' what vast sums we save I 

But is there time ? Oh if there be, start up 
Ye ' ten just men ! ' ere Heaven o'erbrim the cup 1 
Cast to the winds these cankers of the State 
Whose shibboleth is Weakness, Death, and Fate ; 
Whose instincts, innocent of sense and tact, 
Collapse in trifles when they're call'd to act 
Return to men whose policy displays 
Some faint resemblance to our elder ways ; 
And let one last alarm-ciy rend the air, — 
' England, besotted and befooled, prqiaiel' 

^His tndti.' See Juventus Mundi 
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YE START. 

* p>RiNG me forth the royal baimer 

That hath never mock'd the breeze ! 
I, Lord Childera, hight 'The Flying,' 

Will disport me on the seas ! 
Tritons, minnows, dolphins, mermaids, 

Everything that haunts the wave, 
Fall into your ranks behind me ; 
And look sharp how you behave I 

' I am he, the potent ' Ego I' 

Lord High Admiral, hy thunder ; 
Tars, attend ! when I to sea go. 

By my faith the world shall nonder. 
Let me see one daring sailor 

In his tarry breeches sneer, 
And as sure as I am Childers, 

By this hand III stop his beer !- 

' Stop his grog, or with five portions 
Of salt-water drench it well :— 

Scorn: the deck with violet powder-^ 
See that ye abate each smell I 
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Let the Adm'rals line the gangway ; 

Send the Captains up aloft ; 
Man my bai^ with first-lieutenants ! — 

Trow ye that your lord is soft ? 

' Back the topsails ! fill the main-sheets ! 

He's afloat that none shall cozen ; 
Hre a hundred guns in salvo, 

Give the ' starboard ' watch ' two dozen I ' 
Muster erty hand before me ! 

Wielders of the sword and pen I 
Wave Britannia's standard o'er me ! 

Now look out for squalls, my men ! 

' Fumish'd with my own Reporter, 

I am come amongst my crews ; 
Nothing shall escape my notice, 

To the very oaths they use. 
What noan may, my loyal shipmates. 

In a brace of shakes I'll do't ! 
(Midship-mites, avast there tittering I 

You, loblolly boys, be mute !) 

' Look into my starboard ogle ! 

See'st thou, fellow, aught of green 7 
Aught that in the days of jobbing 

In the Tory Board was seen 7 
Doth this smack of stores old-foshion'd 

Rotting where they never ought 7 
No I — 111 sell and pass to credit 

All my predecessors bought ! 
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'Never dnce old Father Neptune 

First saw Captain Jason's crew, 
Sta^ering to the Land of Colchis, — 

Sick at heart, and stomach too ; 
Has so valiant a Commander 

Left Britannia's shores, or Greece's, 
In the search of gold to fleece, or 

In the search for golden fleeces. 

' Fire the gun at blackest midn^t I 

Fly ' Blue Peter ' at the fore ! 
Give the Fleet another cilnute I 

Steam up, there ! weVe off at score ! 
Let me see some captain fellow 

My sublime designs gainsay, 
And III munch him, and 111 scrunch him, 

As a donkey cheweth hay 1 

' Think ye, those poor folks, Columbus, 

Raldgh, Captain Cook, or Drak^ 
Knew the half that I've forgotten. 

Or one half as wisely spake t 
Think ye Blake a prettier sailor. 

Nelson's self a pluckier dog ? 
But for several yeais, through envy. 

All my gifts were lost in fog. 

' I was visiting Australia, 

Studying Aborigines, 
Noting Tory jobs and failures, 

Eating junk in many seas. 
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Worsting ^ John Hiy, 'the Hammerer,' 
Tiyii^ blls with Elphinstone, 

Crushii^ jobKng, prying, spying 
In the dock-yards, all alcme- 

' For lU my drange birtii presided 

Thetis and fiui Amphitrite, 
I was cradled upon ocean 

In a memorable night 
Mingled with my squalls infantine 

Came the black squall chaig'd widi fear 
Stormy times mayhap betok'ning, 

But a veiy gmnd caiea I 

' Many a time I've box'd the compass 

Thinking upon Heroes dead ; 
Jason's cruise — Ulysses' wand'rings — 

' Haimo's voyage ' with marvels fed 1 
From the ' Periplus of Arrian' 

To the ' Flying Dutchman's ' stoiy, 
Eveiything has help'd the ladder 

That has lifted me to glory. 

' From the log of 'Captain Noah ' 
To the little ' Rob-Roy's ' cruise, 

Nothing has escap'd my notice 
That can ever be of use. 



' Tht Hamimrer' Thoi wa« call'd the Hammem. 

'Hatttt^s myagt.' Htnoo was the first discoverer of th« GoriUai 
and pigniies, both of which Paul d« Cbaillu lays he Iband on bit 
joomey to AihaogoUod, 1863-^ 
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And IVe got it all as pat as 
Mr. Ayrton has good taste ; 

And I never see a dock-yaid 
But I moralise on vaste. 

' Waste is old) and Want's her sister I 

Somethiim;'8 new beneath the Sun t 
What was 'Jour men's work' before me, 

111 have better done by one. 
Admirals shall be shelv'd and shunted, 

Captains shall be superseded, 
drst-lieutenants be black-listed, — 

If my orders be not heeded 1 ' 

So to sea went ' Flying Childers,' 

With his iron-dads so gay, 
And s(»ne sixty hours found him 

Rolling deep in vile Biscay, 
With ' a snorter ' from the Westward 

Rattling through his iron shrouds, 
And his Seet hove head to wind, and 

Sevoial very nasty clouds. 

Then he call'd his valiant captains, 

And said he — ' Attend, my friends I 
None shall say — not even Childers, 

How a gale of this soit endii. 
Broad upon our larboard quarter 

lies the T^;us' yellow flow, 
Witii its oranges and port wine ;— 

TTuther, tiiitber let us go," 
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' For although my fiieod, ' the Dutchman,' 

Whilom in the wind's eye sail'd, 
I should say, when he was captain, 

Vety different winds prevail'd. 
Therefore — ' absit omen hevum ! ' 

Let us in this instance run. 
We'll maneuvTc somewhat later,— 

For our cniise is just b^un 1 ' 

Upon this he fetch'd some ke-way. 

And his stalwart 1^ just then, 
Not being steady in a sea-way, 

Down he fell amongst his men. 
Then said they — ' Good Lord High Admiral ! 

Thou hast but to gjve tlune orders, 
And well follow thee to giory, 

From full Admirals to Boarders ! ' 

Thus with ' Royal Standard ' (lying 

Unto Lisbon steer'd the chief. 
And the smell of orange blossoms 

Brought his stomach quick relief; 
And Don Louis of Biaganza, 

With his coclc'd hat in his hand, 
In the twinkling of a stanza 

To recdve him took his stand. 

And sc«ne thousand Lusitanians, 

Duly wash'd for this occasion, 
With brown skins and flashing glances, 

Smil'd ^e welcome of the Nation : — 
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' Happy Lord Hi^ Admiial Childers 1 
What lajr lord so blest as thee 

Ever bofe Britannia's banner 
In such triumph on the sea?' 

Thus it was they sung in numbers, 

Very rough indeed ; but then, 
' X la mode de Lasitama,' 

They embrac'd him and his men : 
Brou^t him oranges and port wine, 

Gave him a complete reception, 
So, (his own Reponet mentions,) 

In which there was no deception. 

Tir'd at last of peaceful conquests, 

Dinn^s, balls, and deputations. 
Having finish'd his own business, 

He bethinks him of the Nation's. 
For says he — ' There lui^ a diagon. 

Envying heroes in possession. 
In that tiresome House of Commons — 

I shall hear of this next Session.' 

Then he shook like angry lion 

fVom his shapely limbs the sloth, 
And sent up again ' Blue Peter ' 

To a fleet in no ways loth. 
And he signall'd to his captains, 

Quite fo^etting his last qualm, 
' England's eye is full upon us, 

Let us look out for a stwm I ' 
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IjA OB know the worst of Neptune t 
Let < Rude Boreas ' rare his fill I 

Parliament must be aBtonish'd I — 
As I'm proud to say it will!' 

Many an eye wafl dimm'd with we^ung, 

Many a heart sick to the core, 
When the fleet in lilenoe sweeping 

Left the Lusitanian shore ; 
And D(m Louis of Braganza, 

England's very best ally, 
Said — 'He's greater than * De Gama ! ' 

And, moreover, he's not shy 1 ' 
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YE FAIR WEATHER. 

< O HARTLY there, Toj Doblc captoiiii t 
Businesa is the Childers' motto; 
Write that bem« to 70U1 bdoagiiigs 

In the eavel(^>es q£ ' Gotto ! ' 
CuU the choicest reams of ' Parkins ! ' 

Td^inph it, an )re lift I 
Smart w«ll be I — I'll have do shirkiags — 
Lubbers all shidl be dismlss'd. 

' Gallant C^tain, tiion the fxma^d 

After a prodigious sort, 
Bearer of the flag of Childen 

On the ststefy Agincourt I 
I'm detamin'd to astonish 

All the lay aad mtval lords, 
Showing fleets can be maneaned 

la a Kries of stoitbouda. 

' Bat sboald oo^t untowaid biq^ieii, 
(Stov your talk, you gigf^ii^ sdidm ! ) 

Ai it iritl in these long sea-w^a, 
I myself wilt take die helm ) 
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llieD 111 show you, like Ulysses, 
Hov to steer, and how to lie ! — 

Sijinal now to every captain, 
' Open wide your weathei-eye I ' 

< I will ape the stately wild-goose, 

And whatever winds prevail, 
Fair, or foul, oi rain, or sunshine, 

In the ' Cuneus ' will I sail 
I will be its noble ' apex,' 

And whatevn chance may h^, 
Let no distance be diminish'ffi — 

Woe to him who leaves a gap 1 

* No excuse will pass with Childers ; 

Taut as bowline will he hold 
His whole fieet in hand tt^ether. 

Stout as steel, and true as gold ; 
He will show you, in new fiishion. 

How to 'wear' and how to 'stay;' 
He will show you bow to weather 

On the fam'd ' Cape Flyaway;' 



' How to take the true n 

After a strong B and S; 
How to get the Seet, God willing, 

Into every sort of mess; 
How to make the ' Flying Dutchman ' 

Our heroic sailors' model. 
With some things he will not mention 

Just tiooceiv'd within his noddle. 
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' Then, my gallant liiends, look to it ! 

Be, I piaj' you, smart and spry 1 
Should I meet this valiant Dutchman, 

We will sail in company. 
By my faith, well cruise together. 

Let toniadoes do their worst ; 
I know how the race will come off, — 

' Dutchman ' second, ' Childers ' first' 

Then to sea went ' Flying Childers,' 

Leading in the '^^ncourt;' 
And his captains follow'd after, 

As they might, to see the sport I 
And some rascally reporters. 

Not the Lord High Admiral's own. 
Wrote absurdities to London — 

Fictions all, as well 'tis known. 

And they said, — ' His valiant captains 

Did with one consent agree, 
Childers was the greatest failure 

They had ever known at sea.' 
And they scoff'd, and said — 'The service 

Never was in such a fix, 
Since Jehoshaphat's fleet was broke at 

Ezion-geber by such tricks.' 

And they wonder'd — ' If the country, 

Like to Issachar's strong ass 
Crouching down betwixt two burthens, 

Would allow such freaks to pass.' 
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And they said, — ' Are EnglUh sailon 
By such masters to be rul'd ? 

And the CoanDy that idores them 
After this droll foshion fooi'd ? ' 

Knaves irreverent I idle xaStxt I 

Know ye not avenging Time 
Will strip bare your lying statments, 

And turn every word to crime 7 
When to port comes ' Flying Childers,' 

And uprising in his place, 
In the mute admiring Commons, 

Meets the envious face to &ce 1 

In tiie ' Cunetis ' still advancing 

To Gibraltar, sail'd the Chief; 
And arriv'd, good luck permitting, 

Without any special grief. 
As the warrior rock of Taric 

Open'd on his larboard bow, 
He beheld, with standards flying, 

A most gallant sight, I trow. 

With yaiis mann'd, and all 'ataunto,' 

Moor'd across the famous bay, 
Wasting powder in his honour, — 

England's wooden squadron lay. 
' Warden, Oak, and Caledonia, 

Caasan, Pallas, Enterprise, 
Cruiser, Psyche,' — walls of England 

Once ptodigiouE thought, for size, 
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In the days when oak was i^nont, 

Ere the blacksmith on his mettle. 
Had shut np the British sailor 

In a shot-proof tower and kettle. 
There they lay, to give the Ue to 

All those noodles who pretend 
England means to make a present 

Of ' her Rock ' to Spain, her friend 

Then he took his speaking-tnunpet 

And sung ont in accents grand ;— 
' For the first time wood and iron 

Meet under my hij^ command 1 
Welcome, good ' Sir Alexander I ' 

What news of the smart Maltese ? 
Now report yourself as ' second ' 

At head-quarters, if you please!* 

So with that he came to anchor, 

And his iron squadron lay 
Like the wooden one before him — 

Moor'd in Algestras Bay. 
Agincourt, and Minotaur, and 

Hercules, Northumberland, 
Monarch too, and Billy-rough-one ; 

With th' Inconstant ni^ at hand. 

Spanish echoes caught the frenzy, 
And took up the British cheer \ 

And the oldest ape that lives on 
Calpe's rock pull'd feces queer. 
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MThat he thou^t of all this rumpus 
I am Dot in case to tell ; 

But I rather thinlc he grumbled, 
' Who is this new naval swell ?' 



Now descends Sir Richard Airey 

From his fortress to the strand, 
And he welcomes ' Flying Childers ' 

Wannly to the smugglers' land. 
And he says — 'A little dinner 

With a va? savoury joint. 
Noble High ! awaits your eating 

At yon cotta^ by the Point 

' May I beg that with your c^taios 

You will honour Richard Airey, 
Should perchance your high engagements 

Not obl^e to the 'contrairey?' 
Seamen's toils are best forgotten 

In a jolly cruise ashore ; 
We have kill'd the fatted calf, and 

Eke the Mauritanian boar. 



' We have driven the skirts of Atlas 

For the haunch on which youTl dine, — 
Welcome, then, like great ^neas, 

To our venison and ' old wine ! ' 
Red-lcgg'd partridges, in coveys. 

Fell to our unerring guns ! 
Snipes, and wild-ducks — hares, and plover, 

Very fine full-flavour'd ones. 
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' We have drawn the bay for mullet. 

Early have we toil'd and late, 
In the prospect of your comiog ; — 

And in short, we dine at eig)it 1' 
Then said Childers, 'Good Sir Richard, 

All that thou hast done is good ; 
And I feel my soul reviving 

At the mention of such food. 

* With my gallant tars around me. 

At ^^t sharp will I attend I 
Lucky was it that you found me, — 

This is what I call a friend I 
Round thy festive board this evening 

Well fo^t^ as best we may, 
All the cankering cares of office, 

And the 'rolls' of Kscay.' 
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YE STORM. 

/~*ooT>-vn, Calpe and Abyla, 

^-^ Somewhat baldly caU'd Apes' Hill ! 

Good-bye, splendid old traditions I 

Would that ye nil'd England stilt. 
Rooke, and Elliott — hearts undaunted — 

Tell the fools by nought alarm'd, 
Tell the Quakers of your Country, 

' Better die, than live disarm'd I ' 

Tell them in the words of Solon, 

To the Lydian king address'd : — 
* Show me not thy wealth, good fellow I 

He takes all whose steel's the best I 
Diamond, ruby, pearl, and emerald, 

Precious casket, golden chalice, 
Aie the strongman's just so long as 

He in aims doth keep his palace.' 

Woe to those fool-hardy Nations 
Who prefer dull talk to iron 1 

Woe to those who might and do not, 
Vfith th&x swords their gold environ t 
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From the pinnacle of greatness 
Cast, like carrion they shall rot ! 

They shall be a world-wide wonder,— 
And their place shall know them not ! 

Now the cuneiform deserting, 

In three columns doth he steer; 
And in gallant guise saluteth 

The old castle of Tangier. 
Then spoke out those old twelve-pounders, 

That had never dealt a blow 
Since they pepper'd Monsieur Joinville, 

Twenty-seven long years ago. 

All in peaceful guise saluting 

Childers on his element ; 
Happy that no demonstration 

'Gainst their ' honeycombs ' was meant. 
Gracefully to seaward sweeps he. 

While his fleet look on and learn : 
Fierce it blows, and still more fiercely ; — 

Cape Spartel is left astern. — 

Distances are lost, and bearings 

111 kept — so reporters say ; 
And the ' Caledonia ' tacking. 

Carried first her mizen away, 
Follow'd in some sixteen seconds 

By the main-top-galtant mast, 
Then the fore — which left our Childers 

In the ' Agincourt ' aghast. 
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For the luckless 'Caledonia' 

Was a sight to all the fleet, 
As the wreck hung o'er to leeward, 

Several bthoms and some feet 
Great and gaping holes a-many 

Ruthless^ the yaid-ends tore 
In the pitiful main-topsails. 

And the miserable fore. 

And beside all these disasters, 

Just at two o'clock precisely. 
The ' Monarch ' she miss'd stays twice over, 

And no doubt she mull'd it nicely ; 
While the ' Hercules ' in wearing 

Steadily reAis'd the task 
Of responding to the questions 

That her helm presum'd to ask. 

And the gale increas'd upon him. 

And ' the rollers of the Fleet ' 
Straight perform'd some evolutions 

That were reckon'd rather neat 
' Royal Oak,' and ' Pallas ' out of 

Water roU'd their garboard strakes ; 
Let ns thank our stars, good people, 

We weren't there, for all our sakes. 

And they say the Lord High Admiral's 

Stately ship, the ' Agincouit,' 
Rotl'd twice ten degrees to starboard 

And just twenty-two to port, 
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In a series of continuous swings, 

And also took in water 
Through her main-deck and stem gun-ports,- 

Gtven him, poor man, no quarter. 

But the longest day is over 

When the bbd sinks to her neati 
And the longest gale must blow out 

Though it roar like ' all possess'd.' 
Scatter'd, batler'd, pitching, rolling, 

Struggling like a flock of geese ; 
The Reet opens ' Belem Castle,' 

And the day's disasters cease. 

Once agiun to sea put CMlders, 

For it doth not yet appear 
How he could, without so doing, 

Rendezvous at far Cape Clear. 
And the stonn he said he'd look for 

Came upon him in 'the Bay,' 
On the ei^teenth of September, 

In the morning of the day. 

And the ' ^incourt ' so stately. 

Had to steer her, fifty Kien : 
Fourteen at the helm, the rest at 

The relieving tackles ; then 
At ten thirty sharp she shipp'd a 

Sea that in a brace of shakes 
Sent the ward-rown mess a-flying, 

Burst the cutter's garboard strakes. 
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Hanging on her stuboud davits ; 

And as I'm obliged to leam, 
Drown'd the cabins too, and well-nigh 

Qeai'd the Ehip fKnn stem to stem. 
And it ahnost seem'd the moment 

For ' the High ' to steei the ship 
Had arriv'd, and show his knowledge 

And undoubted seamanship. 

But the wind most opportunely 

Moderated, and the Reet, 
Scatter'd o'er a black horizon, 

Promptly found the change a treat 
Though e'en then, in spite of easement, 

Dinner was most difficult ; 
And the Lord High Admiral tried it, 

With a very lame result. 

As great Virgil stoops to gossip, 

And describes with reverent glee, 
' How the helmsman got a header 

And was wash'd away to sea;' 
How the billows this and that ship 

That and this way wildly toss'd. 
With the names of all the galleys 

And the gentlemen were lost : — 

' Virgil sleofs to gossip. ' 

' LTnam qaat Lyctos fidumque vehebal Orontem 
Ipsius ante ociilcn Ingens ■. venlce pontu 
la puppim feril : ercutitur (sonusque magister 
Volvllui in caput.' ^Htidet, Bocdi I. line 117. 

' El qua vecnu Abu, et qua gnuulaanu Aletes 
Vicil hiems.' Une 195. 

Wilb more of (he same soil. 
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So the bard that ' Childets' ' acttons 

Would trnstworthily portray, 
Cannot leave the fact unnotic'd 

How the capstan-bai fetch'd way 
In the storm, and straight proceeded 

To divide itself in twain 
'Gainst the back of a marine's head, 

Who yet lives to fight again. 

Happy, happy in a thick head 

Wert thou, ' Jolly ! ' but not bo 
In the chapter of adventure 

Was thine equally strong toe I 
For one of the broken pieces 

Cut adrift an arm-iack, sending 
Cutlass point into it, which took 

Many plasters to the mending. 



The 'Northumberland ' lost two si 

Overboaid — so runs the tale. 
And the 'Hercules ' was crippled 

Up aloft in this fierce gale : 
She had sprang her fore-topmast head, 

Split her trysails fore and aft, 
Sprang her main gaff; and, in short, she 

Look'd a miserable craft. 

Carried away spanker gaff and 
Stay, and wash'd away like chaff 

Stem hawse plugs, and haod-lead platform. 
Not to come to grief by hall 
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And they say besides, to make ber 

Situation still more queer 
And unchancy, she had got her 

Ruddei lock'd, and wouldn't ste^. 

Then 'twas that the ' Flying Dutchman,' 

With each stitch of canvas set, 
Came down upon 'Flying Childeis,' 

Who receiv'd him in a pet ; 
And besides, us'd such strong language 

That he scar'd the phantom sailor, 
Who mistook him for ' rude Boreas,' 

Whilom styl'd ' the bltisfring taller.' 

In the meantime Where's th' ' Inconstant ? ' 

She at least is not in ^ght ; 
Is she wreck'd oi run for harbour t 

Has she foundei'd in the night ? 
Spread o'er eighteen miles off Ushant, 

Cruising for her, rolls the Reet ; 
But no tidings of her safety 

To the last the look-outs greet 

And to fflend the situation, 

There set in at five p.m. 
A fog thick and dark as pease soup, 

That envelop'd all of them. 
And they pitch'd and toss'd in darkness 

As the very worst they fear'd ; 
Till with break of day it lifted, 

And the ' HeUcon ' appear'd : 
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She that had been sent before them 

To look out for for Cape Clear. 
And th' ' Inconstant' also tum'd up— 

That had fallen in the rear, 
Being foi a time disabled 

In the storm they all had shar'd ; — 
There she lies her course among them 

With all damages repair'd ! 

llien a joy of large proportions, 

In the place of Eheu 1 Eheu ! 
Visited the heart of Childers, 

And he signall'd — ' Glad to see you ! ' 
With his royal standard flying 

To Cork harbour came he then ; 
And Corkagian gratulations 

Were his welcome home again ! 

And they liken'd him ('the Haythens') 

In a sudden loyal burst, 
' To the great Pbaynician Captain 

That discover'd ' Oireland ' first 
For themselves they ask'd a trifle— 

A new dock or two so neat. 
And that Cork might be the station 

For die whole united Fleet' 

But said he — ' Avast there, messnuUes, 
I can't promise on like this ; 

Lest, though I be High, one Higher^ 
Mr. Gladstone, tak't amiss I 
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There's a virtiie, high discretion, 
That men's modesty replaces,-— 

Mayor or Cork, I think I miss it 
la the schedule of youi graces 1' 

So he bowed the great Corkagian 

Deputation to the door, 
And pass'd forward to his captains 

The grim word — ' Admit no more ! ' 
Then their spouses caught the sailors 

Fondly to their gracious arms, 
And 'tis said, no more will Childers 

Tempt the rabid sea's alarms I 

L'Ewvoi. 
Gentles all, this is the story 

Of oui Childers bold and free ; 
This the record of his progress, 

And his feithful log at sea 1 
Don't believe in all reporters I 

They're forsooth a reckless tribe, 
Muzzin^ buzzing, prying, lying, 

Given to gloze, and apt to jibe. 

But for this historic notice 

See the ' Lettes in the Times' 
From our Hero's own reporter j — 

I'ye but done them into rhymes. 
I, the least of all the poets 

That so ruthlessly bestride 
Pegasus, like Martin Tupper, 

And to death or glory ride. 
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' MoRHiKO Post.' July »i, 1871. 



TX rHAT a perilous store of heart-burnings arise, 

O'er the mode in which pigeons mayshp into pies t 
The ' Times ' (being idle and cross) has objected 
' That these volatiles fall in way unexpected.' 
Instead of their necks being wrung — which is f^, 
They die game, as at Tybum, and die in the air. 
While a hard-hitting gun and an ounce and a quarter, 
Does the work of old Calcrait, and hallows the slaughter. 

Now this thing is likely (so argue these sages,) 
To bring judgments on England for several ages ; 
And breed up our women in habits as savage 
As a ' Petrolist Mob ' on a ' Communist ' ravage ; 
With many things more that can hardly be printed. 
But are by metonymy cleverly hinted. 
Unsexed by this pastime the daintiest lass 
Will turn out a mixture of chignon and brass. 
From the gem of the Court, to the pert bouquetibe, 
Not a woman amongst 'em will pity or spare I 
The lot, high and low, will be — such as we're told 
Were the daughters of Danaus, — bloody and bold, 
Or Madam Medea, who boiled her own pets. 
To punish ' Sir Jason,' their sire's, amourettes. 
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And all, because pigeons design'd for the pot, 
Instead of their necks being twisted — are shot 1 



Oh shade of ' the TartuSe ' look down on this age ! 
Freaks aie now in Aill swing that look false on the stage. 
See ' Pecksniff' belabour the ' Ladies of Pain ; ' 
And hint what he date not pretend to explain. 
See ' St^igins ' with heck-upping accents arise I 
And in pine-apple rum drink ' refoim to our pies.' 
Such oily professors as these are, alone 
Can give to the movement its true canting tone. 
The same that bursts forth in a drop^scene of light 
In the Sunday performance of Mr. ' Bee Wright 1 ' 
With whose gracious doings few tales can compare, 
But the chant of Sir Hudibras, Ralf, and the Bear. 
How rans their indictment ? ' for pastime and pleasure. 
And the killing of tim^ and the wasting of treasure, 
And the fosfring of fancies much best let alone, — 
And the showing off ladies in hair not their own, — 
And the wearing of gowns at which sober folks stare ; — 
The youth of the day doth in clusters repair 
To a club — got up — (this in mine ear Stig^ns howls,) 
For the peril of women, and torture of fowls:' 
The one is the stalking-horse, — t'other's the game ! 
And he leaves you to judge — both are killed by one aim I 

Then how smartly the ' Travesty's ' put on the stage I 
No expenses are spar'd to promote godly rage. 
The traps are all set, — they are five on a row ! 
The »des are told ofi^ — and folks feel in a glow I 
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The Ladies look on, as Rome's matrons stood by, 

Wth the heart of a wolf, and a connoisseur's eye. 

The first shot is fir'd, and we're asked to suppose 

That these gamee are at least as degrading as (hose. 

Now the takers of odds, with infernal composure. 

Keep an eye on the pales that surround the enclosure ; 

With a round of fierce yells greet each hair-breadth escape ; 

Like a Communist Chief when a volley of gr^e 

Has partiaUy failed in a battue of priests : — 

Or an ' ami de I'ordre ' at one of Thiers' feasts : — 

Not ' lovfr/easts ' forsooth— in the Park of Sl Clond ; 

Where they shoot down their brethren for something to do. 

But, to most of our minds, (unassisted by writmg,) 

The subject is trifling, the facts uninvidng. 

Since to plain comprehensions without ' high falutin,' 

The matter is just what it was — pigeon shooting ! 

Ye shades of the mighty whose doings are still 
The boast of the sportsman on every hill 1 
What would ye have said in the blast of your rage. 
Had your lot but been cast in this pitiful age 
To be told by some ' milk-sop ' whose speech is as green 
As his liver is white and distemper'd his spleen. 
That the practice by which ye airiv'd at renown 
Is a scandal to London's immaculate Town 1 — 
Is at least such a satire on man and his doings, 
As has not appear'd since old Rome fell in ruins. 

* George Anson ' and ' Kennedy ! ' names of the past, 
And thou too, ' Old Squire,' not the least though the last, 
Osbaldeston the stout ! ye were taken in time. 
Ere your favourite pastimes were reckon'd a crime. 
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Twas you that discarded die Bint, and instead, 
Provided our sportsmen with guns that kill dead I 
For on 00 other terms shall the gallant ' Blue Rock ' 
Succumb, in good style, to the lead's rapid shock ; 
When out of the trap on the sudden he springs. 
And flies like a cricket-ball fumish'd vith wings. 

Then toll for the days we were proud o^ the knell ! 
And let sport be abolished ; and tight hearts as well 
For plenary powers to each ' Stiggins ' belong 
Of denouncing whatever he don't love, as wrong ; 
And Charity's death is gloz'd o'er with sour faces, 
As in Scotland they cover large sins with small graces. 
It pleases our censors that sportsmen should writhe 
Beneath the foul blow of their blundering scythe ; 
Thus ' Lowe ' from oui taxes the ludicrous snatches. 
And like a Dutch Pirate torments us with ' matches.' 
Thus paltry Domitian klU'd flies when a boy ; 
And thus godly professors their orgies enjoy. 
Then let each man dispose of his virtue and pelf, 
In annoying his friend, and degrading himself. 



If it hod Dot been for ' pigeon shooting ' we should at this time, ii 
opinion, be possess'd of no 'annes de pr<!ci^oii.' 
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VT'ou have heard of the foot-prints where Attila trod ; 

(The tniculent pest call'd himself * Scourge of God.') 
How the grass never grew where his charger had neigh'd, 
And < the Graces ' retreated, though women, disma/d. 

There are fools, and a many, that think this a myth ; 
But the legends of eld are not lacking in pith 1 
And the blood that now flows in the veins of this earth 
Is the very same mixture that weli'd at its birth. 

Talk of progress, enlightenment, reason, and right I 
The only tme Master's the strong arm of Mi^t ! 
And whether it crop up in ruins and flame. 
Or Police regulations, — 'tis one and the same I 

Before him the land's like the Garden of Eden J 
Behind him like Babylon, Carthage, or Sedan I 
So with equal results I decline to determine 
Against the old Hun, on behalf of the German. 
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T N a steamer Italian 

I started ftx>m Malta, 
And I fiincjr that Nation has 

plenty to alter. 
The boat was a coclde-shell 

cramm'd to the neck, — 
And those who weren't sick 

spit all over the deck. 



When the streaks of Aurora 

prochum'd a new day, 
In ' Syracuse ' harbour at 

anchor we lay ; 
To the North in his majesty 

Etna arose, 
His foot dark with vineyards, 

his head white with snows ; 
And around us eqianded 

a harbour as grand 
As man e'er deserted, 

or Providence plann'd. 
Few and ' far-between ' ruins 

Now puzzle the tyro. 
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In the woe-begone ute 

of the City of Hieroj 
And who shall decide 

by the tie of the ground, 
Where Athens and ' Nicias ' 

Were caught in the pound, 
Or realise even in fancy 

the Town 
Archimedes defended, and 

Rome batter'd down ? 

Towards Etna we saunter'd — 

(these boats don't move fast — ) 
Til! Catania's long fagade 

receiv'd us at last. 
The town is a fine one, but 

shamblii^ and rough, 
With a mote built of lava, 

black lumps, and such stuff; 
And lowering above it hangs 

Etna, to show 
That smirking, or smoukfring 

there stands the foe- 
Messina's round basin 

looms friendly at ev^ 
Where the deep land-lock'd waves 

Etna's shoulder recdve. 
It looks like the work of the 

giants Titanic, 
But in truth is the freak 

of eruptions volcanic. 

VOL. III. c 
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Of Charybdis and Scylla 

we traveise the bounds ; 
(A Dame who, they say, 

kept die first pack of hounds.) 
Right and left on the mountains 

the stranger admires 
The deep-fturow'd channels 

of long-bumt-out fires ; 
And remembers — ^tbese Ladies 

e'en now, but for steam, 
Might haply mean more 

than a poet's wild dream. 

Fast Strombt^'s enter we move 

very slow, 
With never a ripple 

to ruffle our prow ; 
But long ere the ' rocks 

of the Sirens ' were near'd, 
On the crest of the mcnmuig 

a strange haze appear'd, 
And no one a-board could 

say what it might mean ; — 
Till high o'er the clifTs of 

' Amalfi ' was seen 
A pillar of cloud many 

thousand feet high ; 
White as cotton bales 

pil'd in a turquoise blue sky ; 
Twas Vesuvius, in such an 

eruption at last 
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As none had behekl 

for these thousand years past 

Like an ogre it stood, — gloating 

over the sea, 
And the gardens, and cides, — 

though why it should be 
' Pabnieri ' was left 

at a loss to divine, 
Fcv the ' seismograph ' halted 

and utter'd no sign. 

As we landed at Naples 

strange nunouis were rife ; 
* Half llie towns on the mountain 

had run for theii life ; 
And a party of English 

(three hundred in number), 
Had been swaUow'd up, — 

lunch-baskets, guide-books, and lumber. 
(Remember in cases of bjiag, 

as a rule, 
Tis an Englishman's sure 

to be playing the fooL) 



' Palmuri.' 'Professor Patmieii,' who has taken Vesuvius undei 
his cue, remained during the whole of this frightful eruption at his 
posL The Professor is the inventor of the 'Seismograph,' an instru- 
ment to ti^atei volcanic disturbaiices, but upon this occasion it gave 

'A faily of English.' Tbis story happily turned out to be a hoax, 
but it wat fnlly believed for several hours. 
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Tlieii dw Ladies proposed 

in fnoceaaioo to walk, 

And luTc with ' Getmaro ' some 

serious talk; 
Whose 'watch' thejr declai'd 

had been grosslj n^lected, 
Orsudi min as this had 

not come unexpected. 
But at length, the Police, 

{when permitted to speak,) 
Said — ' they'd best put it off 

till the end of next week ! ' 
While these things were doing 

at Naples, the %ht 
On the mounts went on 

in despair, left, and right 
The King sought the spot, 

the Fleet got under weigh. 
To succour the crowd on 

that terrible day ; 
And the roads were patroll'd, 

and the thieves 'got the sack,*— 
And our ' own correspondents ' 

were stof^'d and tum'd back. 



'Strieta talk.' The serious expostulations of the LftdiM *rere by 
no means Ihe wont of the ill usa^e pooi ' San Gennaro ' was subjected 
to ; the insult! heaped upon him by the men were nambeileKS and 
unmentionable. 

' TAievis get tht sack' There was much robbing and pillaging of 
the deserted and burning houses. 
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Twas then, as I gaz'd 

from the parapet wall. 
Where 'Castel del Uovo ' stands 

taper and tall, — 
In spite of the shocks 

and the ' Hell ' in xay s^ht. 
And the red panorama 

that flam'd on the night, — 
And the din — ten times worse 

than an army of Tartars, 
Oi a legion cA beasts 

disappointed of martyrs, — 
I could not help thinking 

with some touch of scorn, 
They'd do it indifferent well 

at 'CremOTne.' 

As a tribute to ' Hades ' I 

chose to remain 
Three days longer — ^but ne'er 

saw Vesuvius again ; 
For the wind veer'd round East, 

and with hail-storms and crashes. 
And earthquakes, and stenches, 

Rain'd dust, filth, and ashes. 
What I witness'd, some folks 

would give ' thousands ' to see. 
But no more eruptions. 

Good people, for me ! 
In them you may bum, 

you may stifle or sink. 
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Be t»uii'd by & Stone 

or kill'd Off by a stink, 

Psss yOHi ni^ts in aspfayxiaf 
rumbliag and hissing, 

But of ttiis be sure — Naples 
will ont day be n 



To Rotne I came next, wh«re 

accordiOg to ruoieiur 
I found the poor Pc^ 

in a scandalobs hutnour. 
Once a-week, if not morei 

'tis his habit to oune 
The < Rs GalantuonK^' 

who Menu none the 'wt^ae; 
But our own Foreign (^oe, 

who suie might know better, 
At every fredi ont-break 

expects a fresh l«tt»i 
Till poor * Sir Augustus ' 

is (m his beam-endsi 
And hardly knows 

What aiplBnatio&B he sends. 

I presented myself 

at the Pope's ' wicket-door,' 
To see his ' Museum,' untax'd, 

as b^ore, 



'Peor Sir Augtitfui.' Tht Foieiga Office, io Mr. Gladstone's 
miniitiy, was continually pestering Sir Augustui Paget to lend them 
a reuon for ever; fresb outbreak of the Po|>e'a lempei. 
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When the last of the Gregories 

flouruh'd — Good Prince I 
In the days of my youth, 

six-and-thirty years since. 
Two ' lire ' were ssfd for 

the entree — to that I can 
Swear, 1 declin'd, — and 

did not see the Vatican 1 
Though I presently {ffomis'd 

the Swiss at the door, 
If the Pope were in misery, 

'Twenty' or morsi 

I found Rome, as usual, 

the pest-house of fever ; 
Why dont Italy^ King 

and his Parliament leave her ? 
In the streets of fair Florence 

they^ certainly find 
A much nobler city, 

and mwe to their mind. 
For pray, can it sweeten 

Rome's filthy condition 
That the World has been conquo'd 

from such a position ? 
In spite of her valour, her 

glory, and guilt. 



'Did HOl la the Vatican: It was literally true that I did not sec 
the Vatican, because I was not provided with a tictet to be obtained K 
some olHce in town, price two 'lire,' or twenty pence. 
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She's the wtose {Wanted d^ 

that ever was built I 
Impested at all times, 

at many, she's diown'd, 
And in no other spot 

can such duffets be found. 

B3r tannels and gorges 

where motintun streams lush, 
(No wilder were limn'd 

by Salvator's own brush,) 
I reach the broad sweep 

of Clitumnus's plain, 
And look for its glor^— 

' the white steer,' in vdn. 
Then threading Val d'Amo 

past Fiesole's towers, 
I compass feir Florence's 

gardens, and bowers. 
The city of Dante, 

the Media's mart, 
The parent of much 

that is greatest in art. 
The birth-place of Michel, 

whert still th^ can show 
His greatest creation, 

the 'son of Pietro.' 



'Tie SMI ef PUlrt.' Lorenio. Hk dangbtet and beiies was 
the mother of the IhTce worst kings that ever sat upon tbe throne of 
France. 
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Tho'e he leans on his elbov, 

while solemnly meet 
' Night and Morning ' embodied 

in stone &t his feet. 
Gaze, stranger, in silence I — 

distiub not his mood ! 
He might rise from his seat 

and belabour the rode. 



Through a plain, by the freaks 

of Eiidanus vext. 
But the ^ck of all lands, 

To Turin I come next. 
By his course trinmi'd with boulders, 

and scor'd on the face 
Of the suffering lands, 

where his torrents men trace, 
You m^ht think him a ' moraine ' 

fiung down from the scalps 
Of the grand Coliseum 

that looms in the Alps. 
"Twas thence that by courage 

and conduct combin'd, 
And that chiefest of blessings 

a true loyal mind. 
Stout Victor Emanuel sallied 

to be 
' The King of the Commons ' 

of all Italy. 
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Through ' SardoTuieche timnel * 

we stnig^e and wind ; 
A feat that leaves Hannibal 

hugely behind, 
And ere twenty-+wo minutes 

are past, ascertain 
That the Alps are no obstacle 

now to a train. 
Then Paris receives us, 

sdll mourning hei &te, 
Treated wone t^ her sona 

than her fbemen of late. 
How gaunt frown these luina 

of Glories deceas'd ! 
Like the skrieton Knight 

at ' Fair Imogene's ' feast 
On equality, btodieiiiood, 

Liberty, pzel 
And know — ' All this was lost 

by the trick of a phrase.' 

From Paris to London, 

where everyone meets 



'Bardatuucke' This is the true name of that which they call the 
Simplon tunnel. 

' 7^ truk of a phrase, ' Hr. GambeCti.'s uofottmiate platitiide — 
' Pas une pierre de no* forteresses, pas une pooce de noire territoire,'— 
was singnlaily ill chosen. It cost France two thirds of hei ransom, and 
two thirds of the territory ceded to the Germans, and it made room kt 
the Commanists. 
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In its square miles of houses 

and thousands of streets ; 
The sdi was intense, 

foi ' the Derby ' was on ; 
The clrak and his ipa^fft 

to Epsom are gone ; 
Where I presently saw 

the 'Blue Riband' adorn 
The popular breast of the 

Lord of ' Cremom&' 



' Crtmome! A bajr colt b; Pumewa, oat c^ Rigdboche, bred and 
owned bjr Heniy Saville of Rnfford Abbey, Notts, won the Deiby of 
1873. He WM a (eiy good horse. 



by Google 



C6e 'Cljne.' 

nw—' Klag John and tbe Abbot oT Canicrtmnp.' 
Wbittom at Malta, 187a. 

^Ho's e'er been to ' Pantalkria ' must know 

There aie Tocks there, and leefs near which no ship should go. 
It lies, nigh midway, 'twixt the Barbaiy shore 
And the coast of Sicilia — I shall not say more. 



W" 



On this ' felrai island ' the ' Raby ' did strike 1 
On purpose, by accident, choose which you like 1 
A mountain three thousand feet high she must take 
For a. cloud — (some folks say just for foundering's sake). 

In Malta's snug harbours a fair fleet did ride, 

Of England the strength and of England the pride ; 

Each ' first-rate ' had cost, on a fair computation. 

Some three hundred thousand good pounds to the Nation. 



' PantalUaia.' Thii itlMid was used in the days of 'KIdkBcoiIm' (Frederick, 
the last King but one of Naples) as a d^p6t for political convicts. Out of fitbe 
delicacy the coasts of it were never piopeily surveyed ; so that tbe 'Admiraltj 
Charts' were of little or no use to Captain Bythesea, V.C., a moA distinguisbed 
officer, then in command of the 'Clyde.' 

' TM Ra^ did strike.' How thii ship could, tmder any ctrcnmstaiKes, nn 
stem on to the ' Island of Pantallaria,' unless some one aboard of her (bond tbdr 
account in so doing, was at tbe time, and evei will be, a mystery. 
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THE ' CLYDE: 

All the Devils afloat, with the Yankees to back 'em, 
Might scratch head and tail eie they dar'd to attack 'em. 
Yet from this noble fleet that in safety did ride. 
To pick off the ' Raby ' they started the ' Clyde." 

Less fit for the job, — (on this all men agree,) 
Than each tug in the harbours of Malta was she t 
When she came to the spot, by unknown currents taken 
She was grounded, and pounded, and parlously shaken. 

So, to make matters better, they d d the expense. 

And to get off the ' Clyde ' got aground the ' Defence.' 
On which precious samples of cunning and wit, 
It seems a ' Court Martial ' must presently sit I 



' SlarteJ tA4 Cfydi.' ' Mr. Flying ChJldets ' was at (his time First Lord of the 
Admiralty ; and he *eiy cbuBCteristically thought that Deither himself nor any 
one selected by him to be the Admiral in command at Malta could do wrong. 
Others thought otherwise. 

'JbuHdtd' When the 'Clyde' was at last brooght back to Malta, I, among 
the rest, inspected the damage done her. She was in a dry dock, lifted so high 
that the curious could walk under her keel. The whole bottom of the ship was 
ground into shreds, Uke whalebone. Had she been built by contract she would 
have sank to a certainty ; but fortunatety, having been constructed of good 
materials, she stood the grounding and pounding without going to pieces. The 
fires of many houses in Malta were lit ibr a day or two with the shreds stripped 
firom the bottom of the ' Clyde.' 

' Gat agreimd tht 'Defence." Another ship, the 'Defence,' was nearly as much 
knocked about as the ' Clyde ;' but, I snppoae, the authorities thoi^ht that there 
must be a point at which even ' Court Maitials ' should stop. 

This unlucky expedition ended in Captain Bytbesea, ' a most distinguish'd 
officer,' being remov'd from his command ; whereas, it was the Admiral in com- 
numd at Malta who was to blame, and should have been dismissed. 
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aofi THE 'CLYDE.' 

When ' the Saddler,' in days ere oiu boyhoods begun. 
Lost ' the l<eger ' he c«tainly ought to have won, 
' Tommy Nicoboa ' rode him — and be in despair, 
Lay crying a-bed, and tearing his hair. 

But his Master (who scom'd an old servant to blame) 
On an enand of mercy to ' Nicolson ' came ; 
And — ' Tommy, cheer up I cheer up, Tommy ! ' he said ; 
' It was not ' thee foult,' man 1 so jump out of bed- 

' Twas the fault of the fool — (let 'em say what they like, ) 
That put thee upoo him 1 — and not thine, 'poor Tyke I ' 
On him be the blame ! as on him is the loss ] 
But he knew thou wast honest, and ne'er rode ' a crots I ' ' 

Now this little history bids us perceive, — 

TTiat though, in most cases, 'tis servants that grieve ; 

Strict justice admonishes judges to ask, 

What Eiulfs in the master who sets diem the task ? 
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a Hai of iptotience. 



Tn search of the blessings 

of sunshine and health, 
With the splendid addition 

of possible wealth, 
I left the dark country 

where Spring sets in ice, 
For the ' coteaux ' of Provence 

and gardens of ' Nice.' 
I see some lips curl 

at this hcense — ^just so ! 
But perhaps I've forgotten 

much more than they know. 

Take a ' monkey I ' not that 

in which Darwin can trace 
The truculent nose 

of man's dominant race. 
But a ' monkey ' at Tattersall's 

faonour'd and known, 
For which iive hundred pounds 

on demand can be shown, 
And leave far behind you, 

to 'Dizzy 'and* Will,' 
The care of our politics, 

jogging on sdlL 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

Be off without giving 

the date of your flight I 
Let nobody bother, 

and very few write ! 
For though taxes be doubled, 

and tetits in aneai, 
And the ' wise men of Gotham ' 

see plenty to fear 
In a parcel of questions that 

never aiise, — 
You'll be happy, nay more, 

for a fool, youll be wise ! 

With the confidence bied 

by his Banker's sound chink, 
A critic may cavil, — at 

least he can think. 
And if ever occasion 

for thinking arose, 
Tis between our French friends 

and their still Gennan foes. 
For as I dropp'd down 

from Marseilles, by the train, 
They show'd me the pen 

of their scapegoat, ' Bazaiae;' 



'Sataiiu.' He wu imprUoned in the 'Ide St. MBiga«rit«,' in tlie 
tbrtms whicl) for so manj jctus wu tile piiion of the Man in the iim 
muk. He escaped not long after these verses were written. Probablf 
he wM not worth keeping; bat for all that, he was made ■ 'tcape- 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

And why, oh ye landlords 

of pleasure, oh why? 
In the name of the piesent 

and future, said I, 
Will the Nation that owns 

of all pleasure the stream, 
Which others less blest 

but behold in a dieam, 
Foiget every lesson 

that history btings, 
And the chapters of misery 

due to her kings. 

With vows of revenge 

to disfigure her Ufe, 
And cloud every landscape 

with threats of fresh strife ? 
And sigh after Glory, 

that fount of all trouble. 
With her taxes, her debt, 

and her armaments double ? 
When with Europe assur'd 

of the sunshine of peace, 
Twin be one street of villas 

from Marseilles to Nice ! 

Oh, R^n£ the Troubadour I 

fair was the lot 
That cast thy bri^t kingdom 

on this favour'd spot ; 

'SM lit 'Hirubadour: If this genlleinan did not lire i 
spectable life, At least it was a j<7ous one, and lomatitic. 

VOL. III. I 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

Where the citron, and olive, 

and orsngc-tree twine 
Anerergreen crown 

o'er the stock of the vine ; 
And the landscqw has beauties 

that oerer grow staley 
And the violet's breath 

riieds her soul o'er the vale. 

Where high Damea, with 

mettlesome Kin(p by their sic 
Maintain'd the <gai scavw' 

in bombsoce and pride ; 
Or in ' Love's famous Courts ' 

gave their final decrees 
That the proudest of champions 

obey'd on their knees ; 
Whence sprung up all arm'd 

knighthood's chivalrous drean 
That instead of man's hand-msud 

made woman supreme. 

A trace to these fancies I 

why didn't they last ? 

Though they dwell with the poet 
intact in the past, 



' Tht gtti icamir.' Tbe troabadonn called themKlves ' nuintenenn 
du^ acftvoii.'or 'de lajojeuse science.' 

' Lvaii fiunou* tMtrti.' The Ladies presided withoat appeal in 
tfaeee court*, ind occanoiudly give soeie fiiiui; si 
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A lAI OF PROVENCE. 

And mellow for him 

many truculent times, 
That Hiat'ry, the pedant, 

describes by their crimes ; 
For him, they still waken 

a smile and a tear, 
Such as good men may drop 

Cer * Cervantes's ' bier. 

But what means this palace 

where gold flows in rills ? 
lliis paradise nich'd in 

a fold of the hills? 
Where the ventuiesome try 

the decisions of Fate, 
Midst gardens and pahn-trees 

where rocks frown'd so late ? 
If you say ' Monte Carlo,' 

the virtuous frown, 
And declare — 'tis a scandal 

that should be put down. 

IVhat a splendid emporium 

of hazardous bliss ! 
Armida's fair gardens 

were nothing to this 1 
Nor Capua neither— 

the pleasant and wrong, — 
Where Hannibal's army 

Stayed dawdling too long. 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

And yet there be some 

would coDS^ to the gallows 
The man advertis'd for by 

Sardanapallos. 

But oh ! you good people, 

so proper and wise, 
That BtiU dip your fingers 

in other folks' pies, 
Beware what you do I 

shall the palm-tree bear &uit, 
When the runlet of water's 

cut off from her root ? 
Shall towns flourish 

apart frvm their founda^ de^gn ? 
If you lack an example, 

go visit the Rhine t 

For the splendours of ' Hombuxg ' 

for ever are set, 
And the raven and owl 

in ' Wiesbaden ' are met 
And ' Aix-la-Chapelle ' 

is as musty and old 
As when ' Charlemagne ' bade her 

arise from the wold ; 
And the glories of Baden 

are gone to decay ; 
For music don't draw us 

the let^th of high-play. 

s had met with 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

And what has been gain'd, 

afterall, by the State? 
Have we seen any change 

for the better of late? 
Has ' municipal modesty ' 

flouiish'd the more, 
Or virtue increas'd 

in proportion to ' bore ? ' 
Then take my advice, 

turn to things as they were ! — 
At least, at the tables, 

they always play fair I 

But why do French Railway 

officials appear 
Convinc'd, for the moment, 

that every one near 
(Be his quality ne'er so exalted) 

is theirs, 
To police at their pleasure 

like so many bears ? 
Or a ' chiourme ' from Toulon 

of the Communist hive, 
That gaolers in uniform 

hustle and drive ? 

And why, as a rule, 

win French 'gar^ons,' I jaay, 
At once contradict you 

whatever you say? 

' Chjottrmt.' The cant ntune iot a. gang of galley- akves. 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

Tts a haUt 'gainst which 

our old gossip, ' John Bull,' 
Is at all times and seasons 

remarkably fiUL 
The]r may call him a brute, 

but from what I can see, 
Until these mend their ways, 

ao, he's likely to be 

Why too, in the name of 

good smokers, must those 
Who prefer to exhale 

genuine weeds throt^ the nose. 
Be for ever condenm'd 

to buy rubbish whose smc&e 
Would cause a ' lay-figure ' 

to sputter and choke ? 
Are there no docks in London, 

nor ' brands ' in Havannah, 
That fblka must be 

* regte'd ' in this cruel manner ? 

Moreover all, ' cochers,' 

that heart-breaking clique, 
Drive, like Jehu, down hill 

by the foul ' mdcanique.' 
A plaything that serves them 

for breeching and reins, 
And many times brings them 

to grief for their pains. 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 215 

I'm as brave as my neighbours, 

but nerves cannot stand 
A coachman that drives 

without head-piece or hand 

Enough of their faults ! — 

Yet it must be aUow*d 
The Nation's industrious, 

gallant; and pioud ; 
And the veriest churl 

in the World, will admit 
Its language is charming, 

and so is its wit. 
Then here let the wise 

of all Nations retreat, 
Who wish to find pleasure 

or learn to cook meat. 

But while there be time 

stay your hands, Messieurs 1 stay ! 
And instead of an Emperor 

coated in grey, 
{A type of aggression 

and warlike renovm,) 
On the base of the column 

the ' Commune ' threw down. 
Place 'Adolphe the First' 

on an ambling mule, 
Or, ' murally crown'd,' 

in a ' sella curule.' 

' Murallji (roatid^ The Ramans gave a mural crown to tbe general 
who took a fortified city. M. Thiers was singularlf Incky in this 
respect, for he first fortified Paris, and then took it. 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

'Twas he that ' biseauted ' 

the ' Fasti of France,' 
Daub'd Hist'ry with glosses 

and facts with romance ; 
iDvented more tactics 

than ' Jomini ' knew, 
And bade ' Eagles ' scream 

where the ' Cock ' never crew, 
Till of ' Consul ' and ' Emperor ' 

over-be-prais'd, 
A ' Brummagem ' God 

for the Frenchman he rais'd t 

But, joking apart, 

though I laugh, I can give 
As good an opinion 

as most men who live ! 
And like 'Prophets of old,' 

ftom the throne of their rags. 
Can tell this proud World 

how imbecile it wags ; 
Though Dothing that 

poet or pn^hd can say. 
Will stave off a fool 

from his freaks for a day t 

What signifies now 

which 'dead tribe' built 'Stone Henge?* 
What profits a Nation 

to threaten revenge? 

'Siltatitea.' Packed acd muked the caidi. 
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A LAI OF PROVENCE. 

A word in die ear of 

French SUtesmen I'D drop 1 
Twill save of disasters 

an evergreen cropt 
And advance die quotation 

of all ' Three per Cents 1 '— 
' Don't make History I 

Follow and flatter events I' 
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€tt 0^sep of aeonte Carlo. 



TJ K had been there a week ! — ^he had gone to the bad ! 

He had steadily lost all the cash that he had. 
His gait was uncertain — his colour was green, — 
And two lamps in the place of his eye-balls were seen : 
And they pointed him out to the ' secret police ' 
As ' a party ' whose finish could haidly be peace ! 

She came where he sat in the cloud of his woe ; 
The wealth of her eyes was as black as the sloe, 
And the swell of her bosom her kerchief displac'd, 
And the Snganee maiden was jimp in the waist. 
He CToss'd hei brown palm with a dollar, though late, 
And bade her discover the secrets of Fate. 

Like a ' Pythoness ' musing in rapture, she stood ! 

Or a Druidess Queen in a glade of the wood ; 

Or ' Miss Jeannctte of Arc,' when, in spite of the times. 

She promis'd ' King Charles' she would ciown htm at Rheims. 

From hei lips that disclos'd twenty pearls at a glance, 

Came the words — 'Try Sixteen !' as from 'medium' in trance. 

He knew what she meant, and he enter'd the hall 
Where for one that stands steady so many men ML 
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THE GIPSEY OF MONTE CARLO. 319 

A hundred gold ' Louis ' wete hugg'd to his breast ; 
He'd pawn'd aU he had, and he'd borrow'd the rest 
For one fatal venture he'd made up his mind, 
Hope glimmer'd in front, and despair growl'd behind. ' 

He pick'd himself up, as a gentleman will 
When things aie aniv'd at the climax of iU. 
On the Number in full he pUc'd nine gold ' Louis,' 
' A cheval ' upon two, eighteen, — ^thirty on three ; — 
Thirty-five upon four, — and the rest upon six ; — 
And he look'd like a ' Communist ' passing the Styx. 

A swing, and a roll, and a rattle, and flash, 

A rush, and a bang, and a jump, and a dash ; 

And the ' Croupier ' declares in his thick German tones, 

The word that must galvanise marrow and bones, 

And cut to his heart like a murderer's knife ; 

For at this solenm moment it means — the man's lif& 

' Seize ' it is I Prithee figure the change from despair. 

To the sweet self-possession of Luck's jaunty air. 

Sans winking an eye-lash he gather'd the stuff. 

And a friend at his back ciied, Hold hard ! that's enough t 

And took him away ere a monkey could cough. 

And to parents and friends, none the worse, pack'd him off. 

And whether this lesson will act &s a chann 
And cure him for ever^— or do him much harm. 
Is a question on which my opinion's divided, 
And is like to continue for ever— two^ded. 
And how much he gave to the fait ' Zinganee,' 
I' &ith I can't say ! for they nev^ told me t 
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N AT WlBEUDEM, FIHISH'D AT iHTtHLAKBH, Sep^ 14. XS75. 



A FRAGMENT. 



A"' 



^ HD, an old man was tha% 
Wtio had seen msny things ; 
Had battled with Fortune 

And felt all her stings. 
In Politics, Letters, and Racing, 

Haddar-d 
The best of his day to the duel, 

Andfar-d 
On the whole not so badly, 

Though chequei'd his cup :— 
And might do it ^ain 

Should occasion turn up. 
But eveiy year brings him 

Nearer the close: 
And ±e curtain that dropp'd 

O'er his friends and his foes 
Is trembling for him 
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WIESBADEN. 

So now, to resume the past season, 

Well say, 
We were wann and contented, 

And pleas'd, but not gay 1 
Loud sounds here the Prussian's 

Unmusical voice ; 
But a light heart pulls through 

Though you leave it no choice. 
' The tables,' those pleasant lesbits, 

May be dos'd, 
And the Indies from Paris 

Be elsewhere disp(»'d ; 
And the rockets (a pound's worth) 

Ungraciously play 
On luckless Sedan's 

Anniversary day ; 
But no one feels more 

Than these Germans the chance 
That shut up their ' tables,' 

And shut ont fair France. 

Yet ' Repnin,' irfio lov'd 

In the good times, high play, 
Retires on small whist 

And ten 'pfennig' piquet; 
And ' Winchilsea ' goes 

To what here are cali'd Races, 
But elsewhere would figure 

As equine disgraces : 
Where the ' moi^e ' of the Prussian's 

Mechanical port 
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WIESBADEN, 

Makes up fot the abttnce 

Of pleasure and sport : 
And * gentlemen-ridera,' 

Too clumsy by hal^ 
In breeches, with buttons 

All over the calf, 
And boots that in no other 

Country youll see, — 
Grind tbor teeth to clear fences 

As high as your knee; 
Be^des, in the place 

Of diat chivaboua strwn 
That awtuta foreign sportsmen 

On Newmaikef s phUn, 
Widi ' Rous ' in attendance, 

And ' Stands ' at disposal, 
Yoa may fume for a week 

Ere you bear a proposal, 
Which savours of aught 

But the freaks of a down, 
A guttural ' Ja,' 

And the 'new German frown,' 

But a truce to these reasons 

For sporting displeasure. 
Since for much I could say 

We have none of us leisure. 
My seasons are minishing 

Fast to theii close, 
And the feet that could once 

Cope with chamois or roes, 
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WIESBADEN. 

Are bound in the fetters 

Of creeping old age ; 
And the brain, once so busy, 

Grows dull, if not sage. 
A tale of old times, 

And a good easy cluur, 
Are the best of the pleasures 

Now left to my share. 
A life thrown away. 

And the pangs of the gout. 
Leave my present in pain 

And my future in doubt 
I, who once thought the World 

All too small for my heart, 
To strike on each rock 

That was down on the Chart t 
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A TAI3 OF CASTLE CORNET IN GUEKNSEV. 



FYTTE YE FIRST. 

' t^rr Hatton ! Kit Hatton 1 

I redeye, beware 
Of the flash ftom the cloud 

and the flight through the air ! 
When the Btai of thy destiny 

looms in the sky, 
To others unclouded, 

but red to thine eye, 
Though men see no signs 

in the threaf oing air, — 
Kit Hattm ! Kit Hattoa 1 

I rede ye, beware !' 

Thus spoke the ' ward woman ' 
on ' Rockingfaanishire,' 

As homeward beni^ted 

thro' moss and thro' mire, 



' Rtclmighamikin' The great plain of Rockiogfaam FoiMt, seren 
hundred acres in extent. Lord Hatton, fiuher of Christophei Hatttm, 
the subject of this ballad, was Rangei of the Forest, and both &tbet 
and ion in racceasioQ were Goremon of the Chumel Idandi. 
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LORD HATTON. 

On an errand concerning 

the King and the State, 
In the days of ' old Noll,' 

the good youngster rode late. 
For the sun of the Cavaliers 

lately had set 
In a red pool of blood 

not aton'd for as yet. 

Since neither had 'Petos' 
improv'd his last text, 

Nor the ' Angel of vengeance ' 

' the Judges ' annext, 
Nor ' the Rump ' had been cook'd 

at renown'd Temple Bar, 
Nor the 'watch-dogs of Judah' 

been scatter'd afar ; 
Nor ' old Nolly Rednose ' 

in lightning and thunder, 



' Petert imprmfd Mi hut Itxt.' Olivet's chaplain and would-be 
son-in-lan ; but he manied him lo Ihe waiting-maid. This wrathy 
was put on his trial at the Old Bailey, Oct'- lo, 1660, a process which 
lesulted in his ' jmtificatioa ' at Tybum. It came oat in evidence, (iom 
Sir Jeremy Whichcot, that Petm said at the Kii^s Trial, ' I cannot 
but look npoa tlus Court with gieat reverence, for it doth teaemble in 
some measure the trials that shall be at the end of the world b; the 
Saints.' Also he preached on Ihe so^i of JanT. 1648, liefore Cromwell 
and Biadshaw, ODlhe teit, ' Bind yonr kings in chains and your nobles 
with fetters (^ irtm,' and observed that the next Psalm had twelve 
hallelujahs to expie(s their joy that * kings were bound in cllains.' He 
was a looce fish, but » witty rogue. 

'Old Nflly Rednese.' The Cavaliers were never tired of turning 

VOU HI. y 
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IX)RD HATTON. 

And a storm that dkooh England 

throughout, had goue under. 

' Aroint thee, false witch t' 

then the Cavalier said ; 
■ By the soul of this kingdom 

that lacketh a head, 
The green of old Gretton 

tomoiTOw shall see 
How we deal in this forest 

with prophets like thee I 



' Old Noll ' and Ms red nose into ridicule. 'A New-ywj'a gift to the 
Romp,' JanT. 5, 1659-60, has in its third veise,— 
'Therlchi wai then in Old Oliver's nose ; 
And when the Devil of ihat did dispose, 
It descended from ihencc to 'tbe Rump' in the dose, 
Which nobody can deny.' 
And in ' the Citie'* Welcome to Colonel Rich and Colonel Baiter ' we 
have in the 7th verse,— 

' OUver, we thee prefer 

To Enide these boys onto us. 
Thoa art the King of our new State, 

And worthy to unilo us, 
ThjF nose and fiery face 
Speak thee a babe <rf' grace. 
And moat i^esente 
As sack did e'er creat&' 
' GrtUait,' A large and fbnnerlj very lawles parish of near fire 
thousand acres, moat of which lay in Roclun^uun Forest. I have 
suppoaed Christopher, afterwaids ' Second Lord and First Viscount 
Hatton,' to be riding across Rockinghamshire, bound foi his bther's 
house of Kkby ; a piincely lesideuce at Ihat time, boilt &om the 
designa of John Thorpe, in 1573, foi Sir Chiiatopher Halton, Queen 
Elizabeth's Chancellor. It is, perhaps, (he most remaikaUe of tbe 
five houses known to be built by that great aicbitcct. 
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LORD HA TTON. 

For the stake and the bgot 
of greenwood piepare !' 

' Kit HattoD I Kit Hatton ! 
I redeye, bewaiel' 

Next mining full earljr 

they sought for the witch, 
But found nothing forsooth 

Save an old mastiff bitch. 
With no tooth in her head 

and no haii on her flank, 
Lying dead in a ditch 

among nettles so rank : 
Yet mysterious and strange 

to his soul as they were, 
The words never left him — 

' Kit Hatton, beware !' 

With many a noble 

the Roundheads had reckon'd, 
When in came the days 

of King CharUe the Second ; 
A jolly good fellow, 

who was not indin'd 
To pay off the debts 

of his father in kind. 
So to set off the mor^iage 

that swamp'd his broad lands. 
He made Hatton chief 

Of the ' Channel Islands." 
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LORD HATTON. 

And there, many seasons, 

both tazly and late, 
In good ' Castle Comet ' 

he govem'd the State. 
The French knew him well, 

and the Islanders too ; 
'Twas little he reck'd 

of their ' Cri de Haro.* 
Iq annoui he dwelt, 

not in cotton and flannel ; 
And be kept a good guard 

o'er the ' Chaps of the Channel." 

It chanc'd that one evening 

Lord Hatton was set 
In fiiendly discourse with 

one Ensign Covett ; 
For suppei was over, 

and most were a-bed ; 
And clear were the night 

and the stars over-head : 



' Caille Ctmd. ' This fbitress was placed upon a lockj island de- 
fending the enttance to the port of St. Pierre, the principal town io 
Gueinse;. 

'Cri dt Hart.' The ChaoDcl Islands belong to the Crown of 
England, as part of the Duch; of Notmand;. The *Cri de Haro' 
is a legacjF of those dajs, and ii itill part of the law of the land. By 
nusii:g this cry — Haiol Harol on me fait tort I— it is competent to 
any suitor, in cases of real property, to put a suranmrf stop (fbi the 
time being) to all proceedings ul the law courts. It was employed, 
only the other day, to check the proceedings of a railway company. 
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LORD HATTON. 

But jret there loom'd one 

in the thieat'ning air, 

That said to Lord Hatton, 
' I rede ye, beware !' 

Then quoth the good Lord — 

' Pray to Heaven that we 
The dawn of tomorrow 

in safety may see ! 
Full angry it looks 1' 

But to all other eye 
Seem'd the moon never brighter 

nor clearer the sky. 
The bell tolls eleven— 

they separate all, 
And the Sentinel's tramp 

is alone on the walL 



FYTTE YE SECOND. 
Twas the dawn of the ' New Year,' 

with shake and with shock 
To its base Castle Comet 

did shiver and rock. 
And down came the bastions, 

and down came the towers, 
The ramparts and houses 

and ' fair Ladies' ' bowers ; 



'Doom of the New Year.' The Castle was blown up within a 
botu of the commeneeiiieiit of the year 1673. 
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And < James Oupfde * the N^ro 

in temr ifK^^ 
And thiu to hs male 

in tfae darimess he spoke : 

' I heai my Lord's voice, 

'tis for help that he calls, 
Up yonder — somewhere 

OD our outermost walls.' 
So at last he broke fbrA, 

and in darkness and dread 
Hade hb way to the voice, 

and behold, in his bed 
On the pan^t'B edge 

that o'er-hung the deep sea. 
With the coverlid o'er him, 

his master found he ! 



Then quoth good Lord Hatton, 

aloft in the air; 
' Seek my Lady and children, 

and see bow they fare 1' 
For apart from his lodgings 

in child-bed she lay, 
With none to bring help 

on that temble day. 
From the womb of the cloud 

came in l^ht'ning the fir^ 
And the witch had told truth 

upon Rockinghantshire. 
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Then 'James Chappie ' the negro, 

so proper and tall, 
On his hands and his knees 

brought his Lord off the wall. 
Safe into the guatd-rocun, 

free from danger and hann : 
For the gaiiison now 

had got up in alann. 
And candles were lighted, 

and next they prepare 
To dig in the ruins — 

they hardly knew where. 

Then the Dowager Lady 

was found in her bed ; 
She lay there a corpse 

with a stone on hei head. 
And in the next room, 

when diey broke the partition. 
They found ha two daughters 

in dying condition : 
But both were alive ; 

for in bed as they irere, 
A beam fell betwixt 'em 

and sever'd the pair. 

So they carried them down 

in great joy to their chie^ 

Where he sat in the guard-room 
in silence and grieC 






LORD HATTON. 

And guided b; ' Chappie ' 

again retum'd they 
To where the poor Lady 

his Baroness lay. 
Then the negro bethought him 

he heard something greet, 
Deep down in the nuns, 

juft onder his feet 

And quoth he to the Captain : — 

* Dig quickly, and see .' 
Perhaps 'tis my Lady, 

for here she should be 1' 
So they work'd with a will, 

and in feet barely two, 
They struck on a beam 

that had fallen askew ; 
And beneath it a hollow, 

where, strange to behold. 
Lay asleep and uninjur'd 

a child three years old I 

'Anne Hatton,' the Governor's daughter 

the same 
That Nottingham's Countess 

hereafter became ; 
And Uv'd many years 

in much honour and state, 
And bore to her Lord 

many sons, and died late. 



3 by Google 



LORD HATTON. 

So they carried her down to 

her father with care, 
As bewilder'd, he mus'd 

on his flight throngli the air. 

And again they retum'd, 

and they found in her bed 
One more of the nurses, 

but she was stone-dead 
Yet, dead as she was, 

in her arms she held up 
An infant at play - 

with a small silver cup. 
And yet they seaich'd on, 

and removing some more 
Of the rubbish and boards 

thfU encmnber'd the floor, 

Found asleep in her cradle 

the lamb of the fold, 
'Elizabeth Hatton,' a child 

three weeks old ; 
So they carried her down 

to her father, and then 
TTiey dug deeper down 

in the ruins agdn ; 
And two or three women 

alive took out they ; 
But the Test were all dead 

with their bones broke, they say. 
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And at last, on her knees, 

mtb her wrapping gom on, 
They found die poor Lady, 

but she too was gone ; 
And by her, her maid, 

in a similar pli^t, 
For neither had scap'd 

on that perilous night 
From the womb of the cloud 

came in lightning the iiic ; 
And ' the witch ' had told truth 

upon Rockinghamshiie 

And a week after this, 

when the search was all done : 
Came the best in the island, 

full many a one, 
To condole with his Lordship 

and proffer teliefi 
If so be that kind phrases 

might solace his grief; 

' Tht poor Lady.' The Lufy Cedlii Tnftoa, daughter o[ John 
Eail of Than«t and the "LaAj Anoe Cliffotd (sole duighter and heiress 
of the Cliffords, Euls of CumbeiUnd, and Baroness Clifford in her own 
tight), was the fiist wife of Christophei Second Lord Hatton, who was 
cieated in 16S2, hj Chulei dte Sccoad, Viscoinl Hatton of Giettm, 
in rewaid for his emioent services. 

William, hii son \^ his third wife Elizabeth, daughter and eo-heii 
of Sir William Hailewood d Haidwell, Northanta, dying unmarned 
in 17G2, the title became extinct, and tiie estates pass'd b; devise to 
Edward Finch, sixth son of Anne Countess of Nottingham (the child 
who was saVd Ytj the beam feUing across her ciadle), who thereupon 
assnm'd the name and antui of Hatton In addition to iiis own — Azure, 
three gaibs or, between a chevron of the last ; and it was his grandson, 
*Geo^ William,' who succeeded to the titles of Windultca and 
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Since of powder tliere lay 

'Neath die castle in (tore, 
Two hundred and fifty 

good barrels, ormore: 
But, shock'd and bewilder'd, 

He was not aware 
That out of the house 

he'd been carried — or where;' 

Till rai^g himself 

by the feveriBh light 
Of some very large flashes 

that fathom'd the night. 
On this side the yard 

of the castte found he, 
And yawning on t'othei 

the depths of the sea. 
So he dar'd not to stir 

Lest perchance he should fall, 
On this side at that, 

from his place on the wall ! 

And in guerdon of this, 

his most opportune deed, 
With twenty pounds yearly 

' James Chappie ' was fee'd. 

■ T'watty founds yiarly.' This is by no means the palby som it 
appears, but a very handsome pension. Beef and muttoD cost at this 
time but a penny a-pound, as appears by Lord Hafton's household 
books, and other things were cheap in piopoition. Twenty pounds, 
therefore, represents some two himdred, or even two hundred and fifty 
pounds of monies of the present day. A handsome allowance, and 
probably more than James Chappie would get now. 
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And the Public had lost, 

what I hope tirill not think 
A 'Whiatler ammgemeiU ' 

is paper and ink. 



I recollect to have seen the origiDa] deposition about the f car 1815, bat 
it ba< ^oce been lost, ttfdcn, oimUl^d. Luckily a copj' of it was taken 
by the Hon***' and V.ef^- Daniel Heoeage Fiach Hatton, Rector of 
Great and Little Weldon, in Northants, which came into my hajids in 
the yeai 1S73, long after I had g^ven np all hope of recovering the 

FioiD this copy I take the text as its stands, verbatim et liteiathtt. 
'Am attatnlofHuiigkiniitg that iltw up the CasiU of Guernsey in t&~, 
wiei t/u Sigkl Hai^ Christopher Lard Hatton uaa Govenur Uert, 
given by Jama Chappie tf Grttten in tie Cmnly of Norikati^lim, a 
negro, wkoieaiat that lime servant to the said Lord Hatton at Guermtff. 
and himself toeke Ike said Lard off the Castle vail, iu exmst -aheTtaf thai 
Noble Lord left hi— ok annuity ef tatnty t*i^tds sltrling iitrimg iu 
lift. 

' Saith thai he is about eighty-two yean of age, and tbat in the year 
r6 — (he was servant to the said Lord Hatton aa he bad been from Nov^' 
1663,) on (be thirty-Sist of Decemlier he, the said Lord Hatton. went 
and l«(l with one ' En»gn Covelt ' (wbo is an officer at that lime in garrison 

'Ensign Covett.' Dicey, in hi* occoonl of the cMasu^e, calls this 
eenlleman Enslxp Covert, and mealioos whal the negro has omitted, nc. 
Ihat be (Ensign C.) waskilI'diD the blowing up of the Castle. 

Dicey also stales that the Castle was blown up on the a?"* of December, 
1673, or ralher on the morning of the vP^ (by his own showine) , for be says 
it was past II o'clodi at night ; but he is no doubt wrong; for it is prdty 
clear bv comparing the two accounts tliat Dicey's was substantially taken 
from the negro's, though with many inaccuracies. Dicey says — * Lord 
Hallon was tokea olf the wall by ' two black Mrvants.' Now if this had 
been the case, why was only one pension'd? 

As Ibis deposition was takan down from Chappie's mouth fifty-four 
years after the event, when he was eighty two years old, it is not surprising 
tbat tte should have foi^ ollen the exact date, but in other respects his story 
is graphic and precise, and appears trustworthy. 

Dicey had evidently heard of Ibe negro's statement, but not seen the 
narrative, and his account is full of blunders. Amongst others — be says 
tbat ' Anne Countess of Notdngliain ' was one of the sisters of Lord Hacion 
that were rescued by the btealdng down of the paitilion wall,' whereas there 
can be no doubt Ihat she was the eldest daughter of Christopher Second 
Lortl Hatton by his first wife the Ijidy Cecilia TuOon. 
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there and an acquaiatance of his Lordship) till about eleren o'clock at 
night, when the said Lord Hatton returned to his own apartment in the 
Castle and this infommnt with him, and Mr. Covett looltiiig up to the skye 
said to Loid Hatton, ' Fray observe that Starr 1' and his Lordship looking 
earnestly at it said, ' It looks veiy ongi? ; I wish we have nol some foul 
weather. ' But to this infonnant's judgment he never saw a clearei skye ; 
and the moon was just setting, and when this iDfonnant had pnlt Ms said 
Lord into bed, be west to tiis own room and was in bed himself by twdve ; 
and by one ia the morning, which was New-year's day. this informant was 
waked by another servant of the said Lord {who laid with lliis inToimaat 
and had been in bed some time before him) and was by bim told he did 
believe the bouse was felling, and then tbey both got up, and It being; very 
darke they were some time before they could find the door ; but at last 
they gott oat, and the first thing this informant Ihea heard was his Lord's 
voice calling for help ; and bdng directed by the voice. Ibis informant at 
last fotmd he was on the Castle Wall, and was by his Lordship ordered 
to go and see for his wife and children, and bring him word how they did 
(tor his Lady being at that time iying-in was lodged in a separate part of 
the house from his Lordship) ; but it being very darke as aforesaid, and 
having no shoes on, nor anything but his shirt, he informed his Lordship 
that he could not getl to that part of the house, nor indeed so much as 
back again to his own apartment, he having come through a window of 
the Gard-roome to come to the Castle Wall to his Lordship ; and then 
this informant borrowing b pair of shoes &om the soldiers, with some 
difficulty gott on the Castle Wall, and crep't on his hands and knees to 
his Lordship, where be found him with the mattress and feather-bed under 
him, and the bed-cloibes over him ; and then this informant turning him- 
seU tack again, bis Lordship got on his bade, and this Informant crep't 
hack in the same way he went there, and 30 brought bis Lordship entirely 
off the wall, and carried him into the Gard-roome, in which time the 
garrison was all got \rpp, and candles were lighted ; and this hiformant 
borrovring some of the soldiers' clothes, went with Ihem up and down the 
Caatle to see for his Lordship's Lady, mother, and sisten, and then found 
that the Castle was Uown up, and the dowager lady dead in her bed, with 
a great stone which then lay on her ; and in the next apaitmenl they fotmd 
his Lordship's two sisters both alJve in bed, but almost suffocated with 
a beam of the house fallen in betwiit them ; and taking them out 
carried them to his Lordship in the Grard-Toome, and returning again to 
the Tulns, this informant heard something make a noise under his feet, 
and it bring as this informant apprehended, just the place where, by the 
falling of the buildings, the L^y Ualton (who had just laid in) must be. 
be said to the Captain, ' I hear something under me ; so pray digg here 
and see if 'lis nol my Lady ;' and on digging about a foot and a half 
struck on a beam, by the side of which being a little cavity, they opened 
it somewhat larger, and looking in, there saw under the beam (which did 
not rest flstt,) Miss Anne Hattou, his sidd LcMdship's daughter, a child 
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three yean old the October before (now Countess of Nottingham), and 
taUng her out of the bed and carrying her dowD to her father, returned 
again to the ruins, and searching further in that cavity, found in another 
bed one of the nuises dead, vllh Miss Margaret HaUon, another of his 
Lordship's daughters, a child of about a year and a halt old, in her arms, 
playing with a little ^Iver CDpp in lis hand ; and carrying that to his Loid- 
ship, and returning again to the same place, and removing a UtUe mote 
of the rubbish, and a few boards, found In a cradle Eliiabelh Hatton, 
another daughter id his Lordship, a child of about three wedis old, and 
cauiied that to his Lordship. 

'The day now coming on they dugg further lo the mins. and tooke 
out two or lluee women servants alive, one of which bad a quantity of glass 
in her back, and the test of them were found drad, with their bones broak ; 
and at last on dicing, they found the Lady Hatton, who was on her knees 
with a wrapping gown on, asd her woman with her in the some postore, 
but they were both dead. The Castle was at this time endrely bk>wn up, 
ex at least what was not entirely blown up was shattered ; which was 
occasioned, as this infonnant has Beraral times heard the said Lord Hatton 
declare, by lightning setting fire to two hundred and fifty bairels of gun- 
powder, which was at that time in the slore-roome under the Castle : and 
particularly, about a week after the accident, some gentlemen of the Island 
being come to condole with his Ixirdship on this his great misfortune, and 
asldng liis Lordship whether he knew anything how it bi^an ? His Lord- 
ship declared (this informant being then present), — 

' That ha did not sleep from the time he went to bed till the Castle was 
blown up ; and that soon after he was in bed, he heard it thunder, as at a 
distance, and that it still came nearer and nearer, the wind growing hi^, 
and some hale beat against the windows pretty hard, and at last he fell the 
bed whereon he lay move, and immediately a prodigious burst, and at the 
same time foond himself in the open air, by which he apprehended that 
the lightning had taken hold of the gun-powder, and that thai had blown 
up the house, but only thought that he bad fallen with it ; but some very 
iMge flashes of lightning immediately following, he did, on raising himself 
up by the light thereof, perceive the sea on one side of him, and part of the 
Castle Wall on the other, and therefore kept calling out for help tin this 

w mmitk, taimlUtk of March, seventeen 
ymt, 

• JOSHUA lankart: 

E END. 
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